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ID ALIA. 

CHAPTER I. 

THE BOBDEB EAGLE. 

It was a summer day late in the year in the wild 
moorland of the oíd Border. 

An amber light was on the lochs, a sofb mist on 
field and fell ; the salmon-waters were leaping down 
from rock to rock, or boiling in the deep black pools 
beneath the birches ; the deer were herding in the 
glens and wooded dips that sheltered under the 
Cheyiot range, here, in the debatable land between 
the northem country and tlie Southrons, where 
Bothwell had swept with his mad Moss troopers, ere 
the Warden of the Marches let passion run riot for 
his fair White Queen, and where Belted Will's 
Tower still rose above its oaks, as when the bugle 
blast of the Howard sounded from its turrets, and 
the archers were marshalled against a night-raid of 
the Scots. On the distant seas, which once had 
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2 IDALIA. 

been daxk wiih the gallejs of Norse pirates, nothing 
now was in sight but á fisher-boat in the offing ; on 
the heather-moors, which had once ecboed with the 
beat of borses' boofs, as Douglas or Percy bad 
Bcoured tbrougb tbe gorse for a dasbing Bordar 
fray, or a Hotspur piece of derring-do, tbere was 
only now to be beard tbe flap of a wild-duck*s wing 
as tbe flocks rose among tbe sedges ; and the solé 
monarch of earth or sky was a solitary golden eagle 
soaríng upward to tbe sun. 

With a single swoop tbe bird bad come down 
from bis eyrie among tbé^rocks, as tbougb be were 
about to drop eartbward ; tben, liftíng bis bead, be 
spread bis pinions in tbe wind that was blowing 
strong and fresb from Scotland tbrougb tbe beat of 
tbe August day, and sailed upward gloriously with 
filow majestic motion tbrougb the ligbt. Far below 
bim lay tbe white-crested waves gleaming afar 
off> tbe purple stretch of the dark moors and 
marshes, the black still tams> tbe rounded masses 
of the woods; bigher and bigher, leaving earth 
beneath bim, be rose in bis royal grandeur, fronting 
tbe sun, and soaring onward, and upward, against 
tbe blue skies and the snowy piles of clouds, re- 
joicing in bis solitude, and kingly in bis strength. 

With bis broad wings spread in tbe sun-gleam, 
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he 8wept through the silent air, his eyes looking 
at the luminance which blinds the eyes of men» 
his empire taken in the yastness of the space that 
nionarchs cannot gauge, and his plumes stretched 
in áll the glorj of his god*like freedom, his im- 
chained liberty of life. Far beneath him, deep down 
among the tangled mass of heather and brown moor 
grasses, glistened the lean cruel steel of a barrel, 
like the shine of a snáke's back, pointing upward, 
while the eagle winged his way alofb; there, in his 
proud kingship with the sun, how conld he note or 
know the steel tube,. scarce larger, £rom his altitude, 
than a needle's length, of his foe, hidden deep among 
the gorse and reeds ? The sovereign bird rose 
higher and higher still, in stately flight» One sharp 
aullen report rang through the süence; a single 
grey puff of smoke curled up from the heather ; a 
death-cry echoed on the air, quivering with a human 
agony ; the eagle wheeled once round, a dizzy circle 
in the summer light, then dropped down through the 
sunny air — stricken and dead. 

Was it more murder when C»sar fell ? 

The assassin rose firom where he had knelt on one 
knee among the gorse, while his reiriever started the 
wild-fowl up from the sedges of a pool, and strode 
through bracken and heath to the spot where his 
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Science had brought down ihe eagle, at a distance» 
and with an aim, which marked him as one of ihe first 
shots iu Eorope. A hundred jards brought him to 
the place where his quarry had fallen, and he throst 
the heather aside with impatient moyement ; he was 
keen in sport as a Shikari, and he had looked for no 
rarer game to-daj than the blackcocks or the snipes, 
or at very best a heron &om the marshes. 

On the moor the Eing-bird lay, the pinions 
broken and powerless, the breast-feathers wet and 
bathed in blood, the piercing ejes, which loved the 
sun, blind and glazed with film ; the life, a moment 
before strong, fearless, and rejoicing in the light, 
was gene. A feeling, new and strange, came on his 
slayer, as he stood there in the stillness of the 
solitary moor, alone with the dead eagle lying at his 
feet. He paused, and leaned on his rifle, looking 
^ownward : 

" God forgive me. I have taken a life better than 
-!mj own ! " 

The words were involuntarj, and unlike enough 
to one whose superb shot had become noted from 
'ihe junglas of Northern India to the ice-plains of 
Norway; from the bear-haunts of the Danube to the 
tropíc forests of the Amazons. But he stood look- 
ing down on the mighty bird, while the red blood 
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welled tlirough the blossomingfarze, with something 
that was almost remorse. It looked strangely like 
slatighter, in the still golden gleam of the sommer 
day. 

If you wonder at it, wait until you see an éagle 
die on a solitary moorland that was his kingdom by 
right diyine, with all the glorious liberty of life. 

The skill which you would have challenged the 
first marksmen in Europe to have beaten, will look, 
for a second at least, oddly base, and treacherous, 
and cowardly, when the Lord of the Air lies, like 
carrion, at your feet. 

Knee-deep in the purple heather, the destróyer 
leant on his gon, alone on the Scotch side of the 
Border, with the sea flashing like a line of silver 
light on his left, and the bold sweep of the Cheviot 
Hills fronting him. The golden eagle had fallen by 
no unworthy foe ; he was a man of very lofty 
stature, and of powerful build and sinew, his mus- 
cles cióse knit, and his frame like steel, as became 
one who was in hard condition from year's end to 
year's end. His complexión was a clear bronze, 
almost as dark as an Arab's, though originally it 
had been fair enough; his black sweeping mou- 
staches and beard were long, thick, and silken ; his 
eyes, large, and very thoughtfiíl, the hue of the 
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eagle's he liad shot. His features were bold, proud, 
and firank, while his bearing had the distinction 
of blood, with the dash of a soldier, the repose* 
ful stateliness of the oíd régime, with the alert 
keenness of a man used to xapid action, clear 
decisión, coolness under danger, and the wiles of the 
world in all its ways. Standing solitary there on 
the brown heath, his form rose tall and martial 
enough for one of the night riders of Liddesdale, or 
the Enight of Snowdon himself, against the purple 
haze and amber Kght. 

In the days of Chevy Chase and Flodden Field 
his race had been the proudest of the nobles on the 
Border-side, their massive keep reared in face of 
the Cheviots, the lands their own, over miles of 
rock, and gorse, and forest, lords of all the Marches 
stretching to the sea. Now all that belonged to him 
was that wild barren moorland, which gaye nothing 
but the blackcock and the ptarmigan which bred 
in their wastes; and a hunting-lodge, half iu 
roins, to the westward, buried under hawthom, 
birch, and ivy, a roost for owls and a paradise for 
painters. 

''A splendid shot, Erceldoune; I congratúlate 
you ! " said a voice behind him. 

The slayer of the golden eagle turned in surprise; 
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the ínoors, all barren and profiÜess though they 
were, were his, and were rarely trodden by any step 
except his own. 

"Ah! your Grace? Good day. How does the 
Bordar come to be hononred by a visit from you ? " 

" Lost my way ! " responded his Grace of Glen- 
caime, an, invetérate sportsman and a hearty^ fioñd, 
stalwart man of sixty, ciad in a Scotch plaid suit, 
and Iqoking üfce a well-to-do North-country farmer. 
"We're staying with Fitzallayne, and carne out 
after the black game ; lost all the. rest somehow, 
and know no more where we are than if we were at 
the Norih Pole. You're a godsend. Let me in- 
troduce my iriends to you ; Sir Fulke Erceldoune— 
Lord Polemore — ^Mr. Victor Vane." 

The beggared gentleman raised his bonnet to the 
Duke's friends with much such frank soldier-Uke 
courtesy as that with which the Border lords, whose 
blood was in his veins, received Chatelherault and 
Hamilton in the wild free days of oíd. 

" Shot an eagle, Erceldoune ? By George ! what 
a bird," cried the Duke, gazing down amazed and 
admiring on the murdered monarch. 

" I envy you, indeed ! " said his companion whom 
he had named as Victor Vane. '^ I have shot most 
things — men, and other birds of prey — ^but I never 
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killed an eagle, not even in the Hartz or ihe 
Engadine." 

Erceldoune glanced at him. 

"They are rare, and when they do appear we 
shoot them to ensure their scarcity! Perhaps 
the eagle you would wish to kill is the eagle 
^ith two heads ? Wliat sport have yon had, 
Duke?" 

"Very bad! Birds wild as the But, God 

bless my soul, your bag's full ! I say, we're nearly 
famished ; can't you let us have something to eat at 
your place yonder ? " 

" With pleasure, sir, if your Grace can honour an 
owls' roost, and put up with a plain meal of cold 
game/' said Erceldoune, as be thrust the dead king, 
with all bis pomp of plumage tom and blood-stained, 
into his bag with the blackcocks, ptarmigan, wild- 
duck, and snipes. 

" My dear fellow ! I'll thank you for a crust ; I'm 
literally starving," cried the nobleman, who was 
pining so wearily for his luncheon that the words 
" cold game " sounded to him like paradise. " And, 
by-the-way, if youVe any of yóur father's Madeíra 
lefty you might feast an emperor ; there wasn*t such 
a wine connoisseur in Europe as Eegency Ercel- 
doune." 
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A shadow swept over the face of the golden 
eagle's foe as he whistled his dogs, and led the way 
for his gaests over the moor, talking with the Duke. 
Vane caught the look, and smiled to himself ; he 
thought it was because the ruined genüeman shrank 
from taking them to his beggared home and his 
unluxurions table; he erred for once. Such a 
petty pride was whoUy impossible to the bold Border 
blood of Erceldoune ; he would have taken them to 
a garret quite as cordially as to a mansión; he would 
have given them, Arab-like, the half of all he had 
with írank hospitality if that all had been only an 
oaten cake, and would never have done himself such 
mean dishonour as to measure his worth by the 
weight of his píate, the number of his wines, or the 
costliness of his soups. 

True, the world, he knew well enough, only 
appraised men by the wealth that was in their 
pockets ; but the world's dictum was not his deity, 
and with its social heart-burnings his own wander- 
ingy athleticy adventurous, and hardy Ufe had never 
had much to do. He loved the saddle better than 
the drawing rooms, and mountain and moorland 
better than the lust of fame or gold. 

It was not more than half a mile to the King's 
Best, as the solé relie of the feudal glories of the 
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Border lords was named, £rom anold tradition dating 
back to one oí Malcolm of ScoÜand's hantiug raids ; 
the place woald have maddened an architect or a 
lover of new stucco, but it woald have enraptored 
an archieologist or an artist One half of it was in 
ruins — ^a mass of ivy and grey crumbling stone ; the 
other half was of all styles of architecture, from the 
round quaint^tower of earliest date, to the fieaitastic> 
peaked, and oríel window'd Ehzabethan. Bixds 
made their neats in most of the chinmeys, hoUy and 
hawthom grew out oí the clefts in the walls, the 
terraces were moss-grown, and the escutcheon above 
¿he gateway was lost in a profusión of searlet-leaved 
creepers. But there were a picturesqueness, a 
charm, a lingering grandeur it had still; it spoke 
of a dead race, and it had poems in every ruin, 
with the sun on its blazoned casements, and the 
herons keeping guard by its deserted weed-grown 
xnoat. 

" God bless my soul ! How the place has gone to 
rack and ruin since I was here twenty years ago ! " 
cried the Duke, heedlessly and honestly, in blank 
amazement, as he stared about hiin. 

Erceldoune smiled slightly : 

'' Our fortunes have gone to * rack and ruin/ 
Duke." 
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" Ah, to be snre — ^yes, to be sure ! Sad thing !— ?■ 
sad ihing ! No fault of yours, though, Erceldoone. 
Your father shouldn't have been able to touch the 

entail, He was a ^Well, well ! he's gone to his 

account now," said his Grace, pulling himself up 
short, with a perception that he was on dangerous 
ground, but contínuing to gaze about him with a 
blank naiveté of astonishment. Men used to cali 
him a *' sexagenarian schoolboy ; " it was too harsh, 
for the Duke was a thoroughly good man of biisi- 
ness, and a manly and honest friend, but it was 
true that the simplicity and candour of boyhood 
climg very oddly to him, and a courtier or a* fine 
genüeman his Graceof Glencaime had never be- 
come, though he was not without a frank dignity of 
his own when roused to it. 

By an arched side-door, through a long corridor, 
they passed into a room in the sonthem and still 
habitable portion.of the house ; a long lofty room, 
Ughted at the end witii two magnificent painted 
Windows, panelled with cedar picked out with gold, 
hung with some half-dozen rare pictures, a Titian, 
two Watteaux, a Teniers, a Van Tol, and a M emling, 
corered with a once rich crimson carpeting, now 
much worn, and with some gold and silver racing and 
honting cups on the buffet The chamber was the 
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relie of the lavish and princely splendonr which 
scarce thirty years ago had been at its height in the 
Kíng's Beat 

" Ah ! dear me — dear me ! " murmtired the Duke, 
throwíng himself into a fauteuil. ** This is the oíd 
Bupper-room ! To be sure — how well I remember 
George IV. sitting just there where you stand. 
Lord ! how fond be was of your father — ^birds of a 
feather! Well, well! we might be wild, wicked 
dogs — ^we were, sir ; but we had witty times of it. 
Begency Erceldoune was a very brilliant man, 
thoagh he might be a *' 

Erceldoune, with brief courtesy to the Duke, 
rang the bell impatienüy to order luncheon, and 
tumed to the other men : 

" I hope your sport and our moorland air may 
have given you an appetite, for Border larders 
were never very well stocked, you know, except 
when the laird made a raid; and, unhappUy, 
there is no *lifting,' now-a-days, to add to our 
stock ! " 

•'My dear sir!" laughed Vane, dropping his 
glass, through which he had been glancing at the 
Van Tol, " half a cold grouse when one is starving 
is worth all the delicacies of a Caréme when one is 
not in extremis. I am delighted to make acquaint- 
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anee with your highly picturesque and medieval 
abode; a landscape-painter would be in raptures 
over it, if you might wish it a trifie more water- 
proof!" 

There was a certain dash of condescension and 
the suspicion of a sneer in the Ught careless words ; 
if they were intended to wound, however, they missed 
their mark. 

*^ * Starving on the moors ' would not be so very 
terrific to you íf you had been six days in the 
saddle on a handful of maize, as has chanced to me 
in the Pampas and the Cordilleras/' said Ercel- 

doune, curtly.: ^there is nothing your "mighty 

hunter before the Lord," who is known írom the 
Libyan desert to La Plata, holds in more profound 
eontempt than '' small miserias." 

"Eh! What? Were you talking about your 
father's dinners ?" broke in his Grace, who, lost in 
his reverles as his eyes travelled over the familiar 
chamber, was not very clear what was said. . " They 
were the best in Europe ! I have seen Yarmouth, 
and Alvanley, and Talleyrand, and Charles Dix, and 
the best epicures we ever had, round that table ; I 
was a very young fellow then, and the dinners were 
splendid, Erceldoune ! He liked to outdo the king, 
you know, and the king liked to be outdone by him. 
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I don't belieye he'd haye gene quite ihe pace he did 
if it hadn't been for George." 

Erceldoune moved impatienüy ; these latter royal 
memories connected with the Eing's Best were no 
honour to him; they were so nxany brands of an 
extrayagant idee, and a madman's ostentation, that 
had made him penniless, and booght a sóvereign's 
smile with disgrace. 

^'I daré say, six» I never knew any use that 
monarchs were yet, save in some form or another to 
tax theír snbjects/' 

Glencaime laughed : • he had not seen much of 
the man who was now his host, butwhat he had 
seen he liked ; the Duke abhorred the atmosphere of 
adulation in which, being a Duke, he was compelled 
to dwell, and Erceldoune's utter incapability of sub- 
servience or fiattery re&eshed him. 

At that moment luncheon was served : the pro- 
mised eold game in abnndance, with some prime 
yenison, some potted char, and a pile of superb 
strawberries ; plain enough, and all the produce of 
the moorlands round, but accompanied by puré 
claret, and served on antique and massive píate 
which had been in the Eing*s Best for centuries, 
and was saved out of the total wreck of its 
fortunes, and at which Lord Polemore looked 
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enTyingly; he was af the new QreatioOi and* would 
have given half his broad lands and vast income 
to have booght that ** high and honourable ancient- 
ness " which was ihe only thing gold could not pur- 
chase for bim. 

" You have a feast for the gods, Erceldoune. If 
ibis be Border penury, conunead me to it ! " cñed 
Glencaime, as he attacked the haanch.mth a bearty 
and absorbed attention; like Louis Seize, he wonid 
have eaten in the reporter's box at the Assembly 
while Salean was fallmg nnder twenty sword-thrnsts 
for his sake, and the Swiss Gnard were perishing in 
the Conr Boyale. ' 

'^I am sure we are infinitely indebtedl'' mw> 
mored Polemore, langtiidly, gazing at a Yenetian 
goblet giren to an Erceldonne by the Queen Begent, 
Mary of Guise. 

^* Nay, it is I who am the debtor to a most happy 
hazard. Try this wine/' said Erceldoune, with that 
stately couxtesy which was blent with his frank, 
bref, soldier*like manners^; — sociality was not his 
nature» but cordial hospitality was. 

The Duke looked up. 

"Eh! Tokay? What, the very.wine Leopold 
gaye your father ? Tiny bottles ? all cobwebbed ? 
That' 8 it! The real imperial growth; can't get 
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it for money. Ah ! how rnuch have you got of it 
left?" 

" But litüe — only a dozen or so, I believe ; but 
of what there is I would ask the pleasure of your 
Grace's acceptance, if the wine find fayour mth 
you." 

" Favour with me ? Hear the man. Why, it's 
Leopoldos own growth, I tell yon," cried his Grace. 
" As for giving it away, thacJc you a thousand times, 
but I couldn't — I wouldn't rob you of it for any- 
thing." 

"Indeed I beg you will, my dear Duke," said 
Erceldoune, with a slight smile. " To a rich man 
you may refuse what you Uke, but to a poor man 
you must leave the pleasure of giving when he can." 

" Eeally, on my soul, you're very good," said the 
Duke, whose heart was longing after the imperial 
vintage. " I thank you heartily, my dear fellow ; 
but you're too generous, Erceldoune ; give your head 
away, like all your race ! — ^like aU. your race ! If 
your ancestors had had their hands a little less free 
at giving, and their heads a little longer at their 
expenditure, you wouldn't have this place all tumble- 
down as it is about you now I " 

" Generosity, if I can ever make claim to it, will 
not imperil me. Who has nothing can lose 5?< 
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nothing/' said Erceldoune, briefly. He did not 
feel particularly grateful for this discuBsion oí bis 
own fortunes and bis father s foUies before two 
strangers, and Vane, noticing ibis by tact or by 
cbance, glided in witb a question admiringly relative 
to a small gold salver singularly carved and ñla- 
greed. 

"No, you are quite rigbt, it is not European," 
answered bis bost, glad to tum tbe Duke's remarks 
off bimself, tbe person be liked least to bear talked 
of, of any in tbe world. "It is Mexican. An 
Erceldoune. wbo was in Cuba at tbe time Cortes 
sailed, and wbo went witb bim tbrougb all tbe Aztec 
conquest, brougbt it borne £rom tbe famous treasures 
of Ayaxacotl. He bored a bole in it and slung it 
round bis neck in tbe passage of tbe Nocbe Triste ; 
tbere is tbe mark now." 

" Very curious ! " murmured Polemore, witb a 
sbarp twinge of jealousy; be felt it bard tbat tbis 
man, living in an owFs roost on a barren moor, 
sbould bave bad ancestors wbo were nobles and 
soldiers in tbe great Castilian conquest, wbile be, a 
yiscount and a millionnaire^ could not even tell wbo 
bis fatbers were at tbat era, but knew tbey bad been 
wool-carders, drawers, butterers, cordwainers, or 
sometbing borrible and unmentionable ! 

YOL. L o 



16 IDAUA. 

" Out with Cortes ! " echoed Vane. " Then we 
bave a link in common, Sir Fulke. I have some 
Medican trines that one of our family, whó was a 
ñiend of Yelasquez de León, brought from the con- 
quest. So a Vane and an Evceldoune fought side . 
by side : at Otiunba and in tbe temple of Huitzito- 
potcbli? We xnust be Mends after sucb an 
augury ? " 

Erceldoone bowed in silence, neither acceptiñg 
ñor declining the proffered alliance* 

Tbe sunlight poured through tbe scarlet creepers 
round the oriel windows into the chamber, on to the 
red pile of the fniit in its glossy leaves, tíie rich- 
hued plumage of the dead birds where they were 
hastily flung down, the gold and antique píate that 
was in strange contrast with the «implicity of the 
fare served on it ; and on the dark martial bead of 
the border-laird, where he sat with bis great bounds 
coucbedaboutbim in attitudes for Landseer. He 
looked, on the whole, more to belong to those 
daring, dauntless, fiery, steel-clad Cavaliers of the 
Cross, who passed with Cortes through the dark 
belt of porphyry into the sunlit valley of the Venice 
of tbe West, than to the present unheroic, unad- 
Yentui;ous9 unmoyed, unadmiring age. Near bim 
sat Victor Vane, a man of not more than tbirty 
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years, rather under tbe mídale eize- and^ filigbüyi 

boilt; in bis bearing easy and aiistoorátic,- in 

feature altbougb not by any means handsome, 

very attractive, withf blue eyes that wére always 

amiling witb pleasant sunsbine» bair ofibe ligMest 

bue tbat glanced like silk, and a montb as delioate 

as a woman's, tbat would bave joiade bim- almosi 

effeminate but for the long amber mcmstaches tbat 

sbaded it, wbile bis face, tbougb very faki swa& 

perfectly colourless, wbicb lent to it tbe deüoáóy, 

but also tbe coldness, of marble. ..i 

As tbe two men sat togetber — ^bostand guest^— 

antagonism seemed more likely between tbem tban 

aUiance; and in sucb antagonism, if.it aróse, it 

would bave been bard to say wbicb would be tbe 

victor. In a faír and open fígbt, band ^to^ band, tbe 

blood of tbe Northern Gountrie woold be sure of 

conquest, and Erceldoune would gain it^ witb tbe 

same ease and tbe same strengtb as tiíat witb wbieb 

tbose in wbose veins it bad run before bim bad 

cbarged "tbrougb and ilirougb a stand of pikes," 

and stood tbe sbock of tbe Englisb lances ; but in a 

combat of finesse, in a duel of intrigue, wbere tbe 

bands were tied from a bold stroke, and all tbe 

intricate moves were made in tbe darky it wotdd be 

a tbousand to one tbat the brigbt and delicáte 

c 2 
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Southron stiletto would be too subtle for the 
straight stroke and daanÜess chivabry of the stal- 
wa^ Border steel. 

At that moment a despatch was handed to Ercel^ 
doune by the single servant who lived in the Eing's 
Best, and served him when he was there. The 
letter was sealed with the rojal arms, and marked 
" On her Majesty's Service." Its contents were but 
two Unes : 

" Sir Folke Erceldonne on service immediately. 
Eeport to-morrow by 11 a.m. at F. O." 

** From the office ? " asked the Duke, as his host 
tossed the despatch aside. 

"Yes. On service immediately. East Europe, 
I daré say." 

" Ah ! the Cabinet brewing more mischief 
with their confounded pedagogue's pettifogging» 
I will bet!" cried his Grace. (The existing 
Government was his pet foe.) "When are you 
ordered?" 

" To-morrow. I shaU take the night express, so 
I sháll not need to leave here till midnight," 
answered Erceldoune, to set at rest any fears his 
guests might feel that they detained him. " I wish 
they had sent Buller or Phil Yaughan ; I wanted a 
month more of the deer and the blackcock ; but I 
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must consolé mjself with the big game in Wallachia» 
if I can find time." 

"You serve her Majesty?" inquired Vane, who 
knew it well enough, as he knew all the state 
messengers in Eorope. 

"The F. O., rather," laughed Erceldoune. 
" Salaried to keep in saddle ! Paid to post up and 
down the world with a state bag honoured with 
Havannahs, and a despatch-box marked 'Imme- 
diate/ and filled with char, chocolate^ or caviare !" 

"Come, come, Erceldoune, that's too bad!" 
laughed the Duke. 

" Not a whit, sir ! I went out to New York last 
year with royal bags imposing enough to contain 
the íreedom of Canadá, or instrucdons to open an 
American war, but which had nothing in the world 
in them save a dinner-service for his Excellencj, 
and some French novéis and Paris perfumes for the 
First Secretary." 

The Duke laughed : 

" Well, that will hardly be the case now. Matters 
are getting very serious eastward ; everywhere over 
there the people are ripe for revolt; I expect 
Yenetia, and Galicia, and Croatia, and all the rest 
of them, are meditating a rising together. I happen 
to know those bags you take out will contain very 
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important declarationa from. w ; the Cabinet intend 
to send instructions to invite Turkej, commaud her 
rather, to ^^ 

" My dear Duke, it is not for me to know wi'at I 
take out ; it is sufficient that I deliver it safely/' 
laughed Erceldoune, to check the outpourings of his 
Grace's garrolous tongue. *^ I am no politician and 
diplomatist, as you know well. I prefer hard riding 
to soft lying in either sense of the word." 

" Wish everybody else did ! " said the Duke. " If 
men would keep to their own concems and live as 
they ought, with plenty of sport and fresh air, every- 
thing would go smootbly enough. There'd be no 
zuarring or meddling then ; as fpr this Cabinet^ it's 
just what Clarendon said of Bristol : * For puzzling 
and spoiling a thing, there was never his egual/ If 
the despatches you will carry to Moldavia don*t 
embroil Europe, it won't be his fault, but there'H be 
sure to be a postscript to 'em all, meaning, * N.B, 
In no case will we fight !' " 

" Who is severe now, Duke ? On my honour, 
you will make me fe^l as if I were Discord incamate 
flying over Europe with her firebrand. I never took 
so poetic a side of the service before." 

He strove to arrest the reckless course of in- 
cautious revelations of the intentions in high places, 
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but it was useless. The Scotch Doke^as off on 
the Foreign Office ill-deeds, and no power could 
have stopped him ; no power did until he had fairly 
talked himself hoarse^ when he drank a deep glass 
of claret, and rose^with reiterated thanks for his 
impromptu entertainment as sincere as they were 
voluble, and -with cordial invitation to his casÜe of 
Benithmar^ a statelj pile upon the üljde. 

" And I hope you will allow me also to retum 
your hospitalities in kind," said Vane, with his 
brightest smile. "Since you have the mania of 
pérégrinomanie, as Guy Patin calis it, and are always 
going up and down Europe. yon must pass continu- 
ally through Paris. I can only hope, both there 
and in Naples, you will very soon allow me the 
pleasure of showing you howmuch I hold myself 
the debtor both for the hospitality of to-day, and the 
acquaintance to which it has been so fortúnate for 
me as to lead." 

Erceldoune bent his head, and thanked him 
courteously but briefly — ^he had no love for honeyed 
speeches — and offered them, as a modern substituto 
for the stirrup-cup, some cigars of purest flavour, 
brought over by himself from the West Indies. 

"How does Mr. Vane come in your Grace's 
society?" he asked the Duke, as he accompanied 
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them across his own moor to put them en route for 
Lord Fitzallayne's, the two others having fallezi 
slightly behind them. 

" How ? Eh ? Why— I don't know— because he's 
staying at Fitz's, to be sore. 

" Staying there ! " 

" Yes. Fitz swears by bim, and all the women 
are in love with him, though he*s a palé insignifi- 
cant face, to my thinking. What do you know of 
him ? Anything against him — eh ? " 

" Sufficiently about him to advise you, if you will 
allow me, not to let him glean {rom you the prívate 
intentions and correspondence of the ministry, or 
any instructions they may have given their repre- 
sentatives abroad. Only talk to him on such 
matters generally ; say no more to him than v^hat 
the public knows." 

"What? Ah! indeed. I apprehend you. I 
thank you, sir — I thank you," said his Grace, 
hurríedly, conscious that he had been somewhat in- 
discreet, but curíous as any oíd gossip in a Bretón 
knitting and spinning gossipry. "But he stands 
very well ; he comes of good blood, I think. He is 
a gentleman; you meet him at the best Courts 
abroad." 

" Possibly.'* 
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*^ Then what the deuce is there against him ? " 

" I am not aware that I said there was anything. 
Simply, I know his character; I know he is an 
adventurer — a political adventurer — associated with 
the ultra parties in Italy and Hungary. I do not 
think his social status is anything yery remarkable, 
and I repeat my advice: do not take him into 
political confidence." 

" If the man can't be trusted, the man's a black- 
guard!" 

'^ My dear Duke I la haute politique will not admit 
of such simplifications. A man may be a great 
man, a great minidter, a great patriot, but all the 
same he may be — politically speaking — a great 
cheat! Indeed^ is there a statesman who is not 
one ? •' 

" True, true — uncomfortably true," growled his 
Grace ; " but of Victor Vane — what's there against 
him ? What do you know — what would you imply ? " 

"I * imply' nothing; it is the most cowardly 
word in the language. I know very little, and that 
little I have said to place your Grace on your guard; 
and it is no secret; Mr. Vane is well known abroad 
to be the determínate foe of Austriai and to be 
widely involved in political intrigues. Of his career 
I know no further ; and of what I have said he is 
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welcome to kear eveiy word/' búí EroeMoiiMy.- with 
a dash of decisión and impatiencey while be paosed 
and pointed to a road ronning round a bend of grey 
gorse-covered Fock beside a brown and rapid moor 
stream, wbich would lead them' by a sbort cut acroBS 
the fells bomewardcL 

Tbere they parted • in . the bright warm Augnat 
aftemoon, as tbe sttn began to sink towards the 
westward ; bis guests soon lost to sight behind the 
wild woodland growth of the half savage glen, while 
the last of the Border lords tumed backward to bis 
Bolitary and ruined homestead, sweeping over the 
.heather with the easy swingin^ step of the bred 
mountaineer, followed by bis brace of staghounds 
and two black and tan setters. ' 

*' Salaried to keep in saddle I Paid to post up 
and down Europe!" he had said, with a certain 
disdain, for Erceldoune was notbing more or lesa 
than a Queen's messenger; a State coiuier, bound 
to serve at a State summons; holding bimself in 
readiness for Bussia or Teherán, for ice-fields or 
stin-scorehed tropicsi for the swamps of Mexioo or 
the rose plains of Fersia, at a second's notice. Btit 
he dnited the life, and the Ufe suited him ; for he was 
a keen sportsman, and the first riderin Enrope; was 
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equallyftt his easein an Ax9i) camp anda Paria café, 
in a Polish snownstorm, with the wolves baying in 
wraih and famine about the sleigh, and in the chancel- 
leñe of a Biitish plenipotentiary over the dainty 
disheB of a First Secretary'B dinner ; and had an iron 
constitution, a frame steeled to all changes of climate 
or inroads of fatigue, and that coobiess under cióse 
peril, and utter indiSerence to personal indulgence, 
which made him renowned in the messenger service, 
and asjmuch at home in the Desert as a Sheikh. 
Indeed, the Desert life coold not have been bolder, 
and fireer, and simpler than that which Erceldoune 
had led £rom his boyhood, partly from nature, partly 
fi*om habit ; he had as muoh of the barbarie chief in 
him as he had of the man of the world. 

Hifi íather — ^Begency Erceldoune, as he was called, 
írom his aUiance with ^' the mad Frince and Foy- 
ning&'' — ^had been a gambler, a debauchee, and a 
drunkard, though a gentleman with it all. Such 
orgies as George Bex had at the Cross Deep, his 
friend and Yavourite had at King's Best, mad, witty, 
riotons^ and shameless as the worst days of lasci- 
vioug Bome. Lands and money went in them till 
there were neither lefb; and his son, brought to 
them and taught them, while he was nothing but 
a child, had sichened of the vice in which he was 
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steeped as thoroughly as, had he been brouglit up by 
precísians, he would have craved and loved it. He 
saw man levelled with brutes, and made far more 
bestial than the beasts ; and his nature reared itself 
out of the slough, and refused the slaverj of sen- 
suality. If he were too early contaminated, he was 
all the earlier revolted. 

When he was twenty-two his father died ; and he 
was left the last Master of Eing's Best (by the oíd 
title long dropped in desuetude), with some miles of 
moorland and a beggared fortune, not a single re- 
lative, and not a chance of a career. A certain wild 
and witty peer, who had been prominent in the 
orgies of the Boissy of the Border — saying nothing 
to him, for the Erceldoune stock was famous for a 
pride, which perished rather than bend — got him 
offered a messengership ; and his first meeting with 
officials at the Foreign Office was characteristic, and 
had not a little influence on his career. In the 
Board-room, at the honr when he was being re- 
ceived by those sleepy and solemn personages the 
Heads of a Department, there lounged in a minis- 
ter, as celebrated for his cheery and facetious 
humour as for his successfal and indomitable states- 
manship ; for his off-hand good nature as for his 
foreign policies. The Heads bowed submissive 
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before my lord ; my lord gave hÍ8 rapid, lucid orders, 
and, as he was loanging out again, put up his eye- 
glass at Erceldoune. 

" Messengership ? We've too many messengers 
already," he said, cutting in two the reply of the 
Board to his interrogatíon. " Only ride over one 
another's way, and lose half the bags among them. 
Who are yon, sir ?" 

" Fulke Erceldoune," said the Border lord, with 
no birthright but some barren acres of heather, re- 
turning the great Minister's stare as calmly and as 
haughtily; insolence he would not have brooked 
from an emperor. 

"Erceldoune! God bless my soul, your father 
and I were like brothers once," said his lordship, 
breaking off his sharp autocratic cross-exaniination 
for the sans fagan good-hearted familiarity of tone^ 
most usual and congenial to him. " Not a very holy 
íratemity either ! Monks of Medmenham ! Who 
sent you up for a messengership ? Lord Longboum ? 
Ah ! very happy to appoint you. Go in for your 
examination as soon as you like." 

" I thank you, my lord, no. You have said, * You 
have too many messengers already.' ** 

The núnister stared a minute, and then laughed. 

"Pooh, pooh! Never mind what I said! If 
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you're like what yoor father was» yon won't complam 
of a sineciire." 

The boy-master of Eing's Best bowed to the 
cábinet conncillor. 

^' I am not what he wa8 ; and I do not take money 
from the State, if the State do not need jny ser- 
viceB. I did not come here to seek a pensión ! " 

The great statesman stared at him a second with 

a blank amazement; his condescension had nerer 

met with stich a rebuff and such a scruple in all his 

length of years and of office. The grave and re- 

yerend Heads that bent to the earth in docility and 

servility before the Foreign Secretary^ gazed at the 

oflfender with such horror of reprobation as the 

members of the Inquisition might haré beetowed on* 

a blasphemer who had reviled the Host and rebelled 

against the Holy See. Erceldoune stood his ground 

cabnly and indifferently ; he had said simply what 

he meant, and, in the pride of his yonth and his 

ruin, he was grandly careless whether he had closed 

the door of every career upon himself, and con- 

demned himself to starve for life on his profitless 

acres of tame and gorse. 

The Minister looked at him, with his keen blue 
eyes reading the boy through and through ; then a 
rich humour lighted up their glittering azure light, 



THE BOBDEB EAGLE. 31 

and he iaaghed aloud — a mellow, ringing, Irish 
mirtb, that starüed all the drows^ echoes and pom* 
pous BÜllness of Downing^street. 

'* You bit hard and straight, my young Sir Fulke ? 
Very dangerous habit, sir, and v€ry expeneive : get 
rid of it ! Ga before the commissioners to-morrow, 
and pass your examination. I'll give you an attaché- 
ship, if you like it better, but I don't think you'll do 
for diplomacy ! I shall eee yon again. Good day 
to you." 

The minister nodded, and left the Board-room 
wiih as much dash and lightness in bis step when 
he ran down-stairs, asif he were still a Harrow boy; 
and, in that two minutes* interview in the Foreign 
OfSice, Erceldoune had made.a íriend for life in one 
who — ^if he had a short political memory, and took 
up policies, or treaties, and dropped them again 
with a charming facility and inconstancy, as oceasion 
needed — was adored by every man he employed, and 
was as loyal to bis personal íriendships as he was 
staunch to bis personal promises. 

True to bis word, he gave Erceldoune bis choice 
of an attacbésbip^ a messengersbip, a commission, 
or one of those fashionable and eozy appointments 
in Downing-street where younger sons and patrician 
proteges yawn, make their race bodes, discuss the 
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poiuts of demi-reps and rosiéres, circuíate the last 
epigram round the town, manufacture new and Bub- 
limated liqueur recipes, and play at baccarat or 
chicken hazard in the public service. Erceldoune 
took the messengership ; from a motive which 
strongly coloured his character and career even 
then — ^honour. 

His father, deep in a morass of embarrassments, 
had lived like a prince of the blood ; his son had 
taken, in sheer revulsión^ an utter abhorrence of all 
debt. He had been steeped in dissolute vices and 
lawless principies from his earliest years ; and the 
mere wildness of men of his own years looked 
childish, and was without charm, beside the orgies 
through which he had passed his noviciate while yet 
in his youngest boyhood* He had seen men of 
richest wit, highest powers, bñghtest talents, noblest 
blood, suddenly disappear into darkness and obli- 
TÍon, to drag on an outlawed life in some wretched 
continental town» through that deadly curse of 
usury, which had given their heritage to the 
Hebrews, and let them glitter leaders of fashion for 
a decade, only to seize their lives more surely at 
the last ; and he had swom never to give his own 
life over to the keeping of that vampire which lulls 
US into an opium-like dream for one short hour, to 
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drain our best blood drop by drop with its brute 
fangs and its insatiate thirst. Had he gone into the 
army, where bis own wishes would haye led him, or 
bad be taken one of the diplomatic or civil fashion- 
able appointments offered him, the circles into 
which he wonld have been thrown must have flung 
him into debt, and into every temptation to it, how- 
ever he might have resisted : he must have lived as 
those about him lived ; the mere bare necessities of 
bis position would have entailed embarrassments 
fpom which the liberty of his nature revolted as 
from a galley-slave's fetters. In Erceldoune's creed 
a landless gentleman was worthy of his blood so 
long as he was free — no longer. 

Therefore he entered the messenger service ; and, 
on the whole, the life, which he had now led for 
about a score of years, suited him as well as any, 
save a soldier's, could have done; the constant 
travel, the hard riding, the frequent peril, the life of 
cities altemating with the Ufe of adventure — ^these 
were to his taste. And while in the capitals of 
Europe there was not a woman who could beguile, 
or a man who could fool him, the Mexican 
guachos found in him a rider fleet and fearless as 
themselves; the French Zéphyrs knew in him a 
volnnteer, fiery and elastic as any their bat- 
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talions held; the fishers of Scandinavia had livéd 
with him through many a blinding icy mid- 
night sea*storm; the Circassians had feasted and 
loved him in their mighty mountain strongholds; 
and the Bedaweens welcomed as one of themselves 
the Frank, who rodé as they rodé, without heeding 
the 'scoreh of the brazen skies and sands ; who conld 
bring down a vulture on the wing whirling right 
betwixt bis sight and the buming son, a black speck 
on the yellow glare ; who could live like themselves, 
if needs be, on a draught of water and a handfnl of 
maize or of dates, and who cared for no better bed 
than their desert solitudes, with his saddle beneath 
bis head, and the desert stars shining above. 

LoTe he had known little of ; no human \iíe had 
ever become necessary to his, or ever obtained the 
slightest sway over, or hold upon, his own ; in this 
he was exceptionally fortúnate. What wére dear to 
him were those profítless, useless moorland wastes 
of heath and heron-creeks, of yellow gorse, and 
brown still pools, the solé relies of his barren Border 
heritage, and which self-denial and renunciation had 
kept free from claim or burden. 

The sun was shining full on the Eing*s Best as 
he retumed, and he leaned over the low gate of the 
stable entrance, looking at the ivy^hidden rnins, 



THE BOBDEB EAGLE. 85 

which weré all whicli remained tó .him of the poBses- 
sions of a race that had once been as great as the 
Hamilton, the Douglas, or the GreBme, and of which 
an empty titie alone was left him, as though to make 
his poverty and its decay more marked. These did 
not often weigh on him ; he cared litüe for riehes, 
or for what tbey brought ; and in the adventore and 
the vigour of a sticríng wandeiing life there were a 
richness of colouring and a folkíess of sensation 
-which, together with a certain simplieity of taste and 
habit that was natural to himself, prevented the palé 
hues and narrow Unes of impoverished . fortunes 
£rom having place or note. But now the Duke's 
words had recalled themiiandhe looked at the 
£jng's Best with more of melancholy. than his 
dauntless and virile nature often knew. There^over 
the loffcy gateway, where the bañner of a great feadal 
line had floated, the. scarlet leaves of . the Ykginian 
parasite alone were given to the wind. In the moat, 
where on many a summer night the night-ríders 
had thundered over the bridge to scour. hül and 
dale with the Warden of the Marches, there were 
now but the hoot of the heron, the nests of the 
water-rat, and the thick growth of sedges and water- 
lilies. In the chambers where James IV. had 
feasted, and Mary Stuart rested, and Charles 
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Edward found his loyalest fnends and saftest refíige, 
the blue sky shone through the open rafters, and the 
tattered tapestry trembled on the walls, and the fox 
and the bat made their coverts ; the grand entrance, 
the massive bastions, the Btately towers which had 
been there when the bold Border chieftains rodé out 
to join the marching of the clans, had vanished like 
the glories of Ahiaschar's dream, all that remained 
to tell their place a mound of lichen-covered ruin, 
with the feathery grasses waving in the breeze ; — 
it was the funeral pile of a dead race. 

And the last of their blood, the last of their title, 
stood looking at it in the light of the setting sun 
with a pang at his heart. 

" Well ! better so than built up with dishonoured 
gold ! The power and the pomp are gone, but the 
ñame at least is stainless," thought Erceldoune, as 
he looked away from the dark and shattered ruins 
of his heritage, across the moorland, golden with its 
gorse, and towards the free and sunlit distance of 
the seas, stretching far and wide. 



CHAPTER II. 

HAVING BROKEN HIS BREAD. 

" What did you think of that man ? " said Lord 
Polemore to Víctor Vane that evening over bis 
coffee in the drawing-rooms, out of the Duke's 
hearíng. 

" Think of him ? think of him ? WeU I— I think 
he wiU die a violent death." 

*' Good gracious ! " said the peer, with a little 
shiver. Why ? " 

"I never analyse!" laughed Victor, softly. "I 
think so, — because I think so. He will get shot in 
a duel, perhaps, for saying some barbarie truth or 
other in the teeth of policy." 

" Who is that you are prophesying for with such 
eharmingly horrible romance ? " asked a very pretty 
woman. 

"Fellow we met on the moor," answered Pole- 
more. " Queer fellow ! Beggar, you know, — Choles 
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íd the carpets, rats in the rooms, — and yet, on 
my honour, Venice goblets and Mexican gold ! 
Absnrd ! " 

*^ What ! a beggar with boles in bis coat and rats 
in bis pockets witb Yenice glass and Mexican 
ingots ! " cried tbe beautiful blonde, wbo bad been 
listening languidly. 

" No, no ! Not that sort of beggar, you know/' 
interposed the peer. " Man that lives in a lot of 
ruins. Messenger feUow— lunched with him to-day. 
Wretched place; only fit fbr bats;.no bousehold, 
no cook, no anything ; odious dangeon ! And yet, 
on my word, if the fellow isn*t ridiculous enough to 
serve up ,his dry.br^ad on gold salvers^ and pour 
bis small beer into Cinque Cento glasses ! " 
. "Come! we bad very ffár wine considering it 
was a Barmecide's feast/' laughed Yane. 

^Hei^t of abBurdity, yon know!'' went on 
Folemore, waxing ahnpst eloquent under the spurs 
of the twinges of enyy he had felt while at luncheon. 
" Fancy, Lady Augusta ! here's a man notbing but. 
a courier, he says himself> always racii^g up and 
down Europe mih bag3 ; so hard up that he has to, 
shoot for bimself everytbing that he eats, anql living 
in a wretched rat-hole I wouldn't tum a dog into ; 
yet keeps gold and silver thi^gs fit for a prince, and 
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tells yon bombastioal stories about his ancestors 
haying been caciques of México ! For my part, I 
don't doubt he stole them all ! '* 

** Bravo ! Bravissimo ! " laughed Victor Vane. 
'^And what is much more, Lady Augasta, ibis 
Bordar savage wears deer-skins in the rough, * lifts * 
catüe wben the moon's dark, and has a fcicassee of 
yoiing children boiling in a caoldron. Quite á 
Vantique, you see I " 

'^Bnt who Í8 the creature?'' asked the lady, a 
litüe bewildered, a little interested, and a good deal 
amused. 

" Oh — ^let me see — ;ah I he calis himself Fulke 
Erceldoune/' said Folemore» with an air of never 
having heard the title, and of having strong reasons 
for belieying it a false one. 

A man standing near, tumed at the ñame. 

'' Fulke ? You are talking of Fulke Erceldoune ? 
Best fellow in the world, and has the handsomest 
strain of black-tan Gordon setters, bred on the 
Eegent and Bake cross, going anywhere " 

" Oh — ah — do you know him, then ? " murmured 
Folemore, a little discomfited. 

" Bather ! First steeple-chaser in the two eoun- 
tries; tremendous pots -always on him. Know 
him ! — ask the Shire men. Saved my life, by the 
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way, last year — fished me out of the Gulf of Spezzia, 
when I was all but spent; awful tempest at the 
time ; very nearly drowned himself. Is he here, do 
you say ? *' 

" He's at that wretched rat-hole of his/' grumbled 
Polemore, sorely in wrath. 

" King^s Best ? Didu't know that. Go and see 
him to-morrow." 

" What remarkably conflicting statements ! " mur- 
mured Lady Augusta, with languid amusement. " A 
beggar and a savage ! — a preux chevalier and a pala- 
din of chivalry ! Singular combination this — ^what 
is it ?— Fulke Erceldoune." 

"Nay," laughed Vane, "it was a combination 
common enough in the oíd days of chivalry, and our 
friend seems to me better suited to the Cinque 
Cento than the present century. Just the sort of 
man to have been a Knight Templar with Coeur de 
Lion, or an adventurer with Fizarro, with no capital 
and no credit but his Toledo blade." 

" Trash ! " said the absent man*s defender, with 
impatient disdain that almost roused him into 
energy, "Erceldoune is a splendid fellow, Lady 
Augusta. I only wish you could see him ride to 
hounds. In saddle ; in sport ; on a yacht deck in 
a storm ; with any big game you like — pigs, bisons. 
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tigers ; swimming in the Turkish waters in mid- 
winter; potting lions with the Kabyles and ihe 
Zouaves — ^put him where you will, he's never at a 
loss, never beaten, and can do more than twenty 
men put together. Dash and science, you know ; 
when you get the two together, they always win. 
As for money — all the good oíd ñames are impo- 
yerished now, and it's the tráders only who have 
any gilding." 

With which fling at Polemore — whose fathers 
were of the Cottonocracy — the champion, some- 
thing disgusted at having been entrapped into such 
a near approach to anything like interest and excite- 
ment, tumed away, and began to murmur pretty 
nothings, in the silkiest and sleepiest of tones, into 
the ear of a Farisian marquise. 

"Extreme readiness to break your neck, and 
extreme aptitude for animal slaughter, always ap- 
pear to be the English críteñon of your capabilities 
and your cardinal virtues/' murmured Vane, with his 
low light laugh, while Polemore, sulkily aggrieved, 
muttered to himself : 

"Man that's a beggar to keep Mexican things 
and have his bare bones served up on gold dishes — 
ridiculous, preposterous ! If he's so poor, he must 
be in debt; and if he's in debt he ought to sell 
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tíieiBy outof commonhonesty. Oheats his creditors — 
clearly oheals his creditors ! " 

And Bo-r-having broken his bread and eaten his 
salt — :they talked of him : there are a few rude nomad 
Arab virtues that have died out with civilisation ; 
and the Sheikh will keep Mth and retum your 
hospitalities better than Society. 

That evening, a I)almatian, who was the body- 
servant of Victor Vane, a very polished and con- 
fidentially useful person, rodé over to the little 
station nearest Lord- Fiizallayne'fi, and sent a 
telegram, -which he read írom a slip of paper, to 
Paris. It ran thus, save that it was in a polyglot 
jmnble of languagea which' would have defied any 
translation without a key : 

'^ The Border Eagle flies eastward. Clip the last 
feather of the wing. Only La Ficciola. Idalia or 
pearls of lead, as you like» Take no steps till be- 

yond the Eing's. Then make sure, even if 

White coats in full muster; Grescent horns np; 
Ferñde, as usual, brags but won't draw. N.B. The 
Eagle will give you beak and talons." 

Which, simply translated, meant — 

" Erceldoune, Queen's Courier, will take the F. O. 
bs^s into the FrincipaUties. Believe him of the 
last despatches he has with him. We only want 
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ihe smallest bag. I leave yon to ohoose how to 
manage ibis; either with a successfol intrigue ora 
sore rifle-shot. Do not stop him till he is beyond 
Turin. Secare Üie papers, even if yon have to take 
bis life to get tbem. The Austrians are in strong 
forcé eterywbere ; matters in Torkey, as regards ihe 
Frincipalities, are against us; England, as usual» 
buUieSy but -will not be drawn into a war* N.B. 
This Erceldoune vill give you trouble» and fight 
hard." - . 

Andbeing translated by the recipient in all its 
iniaicacies of implication and command, would mean 
far more. 

The tired telegraph clerk, who yawned and did 
nothing all day long in ihe litüe out-of-the-world 
Border station, save when he sent a message for the 
lodge to town, rubbed bis heavy.eyes, stared, told 
off the jumbled Babel of pbrases with bewüderéd 
braín, and would barely haye ielegraphed them all 
in due order and alphabet but for the dexterous 
eare of the Dalmatian. 

While the message was being spelled out, the 
night-express dashed into the station, with red 
lamps gleaming throu^ the late moonless night, 
and iis white steam cloud flung far out on the gloom, 
flashing on its way from Edinburgh across ihe 
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Border land, — a tall man, dressed in a dark loóse 
coat of soft Cauadian furs, with a great cheroot in 
his mouth, ran up the station stairs, and threw down 
his gold : 

" First class to town ; — all right." 

He took his ticket, flung open a door of an un- 
occupied carriage, and threw himself into a seat 
with the rapidity of one used never to idle time 
and never to be kept waiting by others, and the 
train, with a clash and a clang, darted out into 
the darkness, plunging down into the gloom as into 
the yawning mouth of Ayemus, its track faintly told 
by the wraith-like smoke of the wreathing steam 
and the scarlet gleam of the signal-lamps. 

The Dahnatian had looked after him with some 
curiosity : 

" Who is that ? " he asked the clerk. 

'' Erceldoune, of the King's Best. He is a 
Queen's messenger, you know, always rushing about 
at nnearthly times, like a wandering Jew. I say, 
what the dickens is that word; Arabic, ain't 
it?" 

The Dahnatian, with' a smile, looked after the 
train, then tomed and spelt out the words. 

'* Such gibberish ! If that ain't a rum start some- 
how or other, Tm a Dutchman," thought the tele- 
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graphist, with a jawn, retuming to his dog-eared 
green-covered shilling novel, relating the pungent 
adventures of a soiled dove of St. John's Wood, and 
showing beyond all doubt — ^if anybody ever doubted 
it yet — that TÍrtue, after starving on three-halfpence 
a shirt, wiU be rewarded with pneumonía and the 
parish shell, while vice eats her trufBies, drínks her 
wines, and retires with fashionable toilettes, and a 
competence, to tum repentant and respectable at 
ieisure. Meanwhile, the night-express rushed on 
through silent hills, and sleeping hamlets, over dark 
water-pools and through bright gaslit cities, and 
aboye head the electric message flashed, outstripping 
steam, and flying, like a courier of the air, towards 
France before the man it menaced. 

With noon on the morrow the best-known mes- 
senger in the service reported himself at the Foreign 
Office, received despatches for Paris, Turin, and 
Jassy, and started with the F. O. bags as usual 
express. 

Had any prophet told him that as he lay back in 
the mail-train, with a curled silver Eastem pipe 
coming out of his waving beard, and papers of 
critical European import in the white bags lying 
at his feet, Chance was drifting him at its wanton 
caprice as idly and as waywardly as the feathery 
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smoke it floated dówn on the wind, Erceldonne 
wonld have contemptoously denied { that Chance 
could ever affect a life jnstly balanced and ríghtly 
held in rein. He would have said Chance was a 
deity for women, fatalista, and fools ; a Feüsh wor- 
shipped by the blind. The Border chiefs of the 
King^s Best had believed in the might of a strong 
arm and in the justice olefb by a long iwo-edged 
sword, and left weaklings to bow to Hasard : — and 
the spirit of their creed was still his. 

Yet he might haye read a lesson from the death 
of the moorknd eagle ; — one chance shot from the 
barrel hid in the heatbes!, and power, strength, 
liberiy, keen sight, and lordly sovereignty o£ solí- 
tude were over, and the king-bird reeled and fell ! 

But to draw the parable woold not have been at 
all like his vigorons natore ;*— a* state conrier has 
not mnch habitude or taste for Oriental metaphors 
and highly-spioed jomcmces, and he had too mnch 
of the soldier, the Shikañ, the man of the world and 
the Arab combinedy to leave him anything whatever 
of the poet or the dreamer, Men of action may 
have grave, but they never have visionary thoughts, 
and life with Erceldonne was too gallant, strong, 
and rapid a stream* — ever in inoessant motion, 
thoQgh oalm enoagh, as deep waters mostly 
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to leave him leisare or inclination to loiter Un- 
geríngly or dreamily apon its banka. Befieetíon 
was habitual to him, imagination was alien to him. 

By midnight he reached Paria, and left his de- 
Bpatches at the English Embassy. There was no 
intense pressure of haste to get Torin-wards so long 
as he was in the far Eastem Prinoipalities by the 
Friday, and he waited for the early mail train to the 
South, instead of taking a special one» as he would 
otherwise have done, to gei across the Alps. If a 
few hours were left under his own control in a city, 
Erceldoune never slept them away; he slept in a 
raUway carriage, a travelüng caxriage, on deok, in a 
desert, on a raft rushing down some broad river that 
made the only highway through Bulgarian or BiOUr 
melian forests — ^anywhere where novelty, discomfort, 
exposure, or danger would have been likely to banish 
sleep from most men; but in a city he neglected it 
with an independence of that necessity of life which 
is characteristic of the present day. There is a 
café, whether in the Bue Lafitte, Eivoli, Castiglione, 
or La Faiz, matters not ; here, in the great gilded 
salón, with its innumerable mirrors and consoles 
and little oval tables, or in the little cabinets, with 
th^ir rosewood and gUding, and green velvet and 
rose satin, if there be a bouquet to bel tos^ed down 
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on the marble slab, and the long eyes of a Laure or 
Aglae to flash over the wines, while a pretty painted 
fan taps an impatient rataplán or gives a soft blow 
on the ear — ^may be found after midnight a choice 
but heterogeneous gathering. Secretarles of all the 
legations, Queens messengers, Charivari writers, 
Eastem travellers, great feuilletonists, great artists, 
princes if they have ány wit beneath their purples, 
authors of any or all nations — all, in a word, that is 
raciest, wittiest, and, in their own sense, most select 
in Faris, are to be met with at the Café Minuit, if 
you be of the initiated. If you be not, you may 
enter the café of course, since it is open to all the 
world, and sup there off what you will, but you will 
still remain virtually outside it. 

Erceldoune was well known here : it is in such 
republics only that a man is welcomed for what he 
is, and what he has done — not for what he is worth. 
He was as renowned in Faris because he was so 
utterly unUke the Farisians, as he was renowned in 
the East because he so closely resembled the Arabs ; 
and he entered the Café Minuit for the few hours 
which lay between his arrival at the Embassy and 
his departure for Turin. 

None of his own special set had dropped in just 
then ; indeed» there were but few of them in Faris* 
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As he sat at his accustomed table, glancing through 
a joumal^ and with the light from the gaselier above 
shed full on his face — a face better in unisón with 
drooping desert-palms, and a gleaming stand of. 
rifles, and the duskj glow of a deep sunset on Niger 
or on Nile, for its setting and background, than 
with the gilt arabesques and florid hues and white 
gaslight of a French café — a new comer, who had 
entered shortly afterwards and seated himself at the 
same table, addressed him on some topic of the 
hour, and pushed him an open case of some dainty 
scented cigarettes. 

Erceldoune coorteously declined them : he always 
smoked his own Turkish tobáceo, and would as soon 
have used cosmetiques as perfumed cigars; and, 
answering the remark, looked at the speaker. He 
was accustomed to read men thoroughly and rapidly, 
even if they carried their passports in cipher. 
What he saw opposite him was a gracefuUy made 
man, of most picturesque and brilliant beauty 
of a purely foreign type, with the eyes long, dark, 
and melting, and features perfectly cut as any 
cameo*s — a man who might have sat to a painter for 
Lamoral d'Egmont, or for one of Fra Moreale's 
reckless nobly-bom Free Lances, and might have 
passed for five-and-thirty at the most, till he who 

YOL. I. ■ 
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shoold llave looked closely at ihe [lines in the rích 
recklesfi beauty, and caught a certain look in the 
lustrous half-yeiled eyes, would hayé allotted him, 
justly, fifteen full years more, 

Erceldoime gave him one glance, and though 
there was little doubt about his type and his order, 
he had known nien of both by the hiindreds. 

" Paris is rather empty, monsienr ? Sapristi ! 
The asphalte in August would be too much for a 
salamander/' pursued the stranger, over his bouilla- 
baisse. He spoke excelleut French, with a mel- 
lifluous southem accent, not of France. 

Erceldóune assented. Like all travellers or men 
used to the world, he liked a stranger full as well as 
a friend for a companion — ^perhaps rather the better ; 
but he was naturally silent, and seldom spoke much, 
save when strongly moved or much prepossessed by 
those whom he conversed with : then he would be 
eloquent enough, but that was rarei 

** Thousands come to Paris this time of the year, 
but only to pass through it, as I daresay you are 
doing yourself, monsieur ? " went on the Greek, if 
such he were, as Erceldoune judged him by the eyes 
and the features, worthy of Phidias* chisel, rarely 
seen without some Hellenic blood. 

" For the season the city is tolerably fíill ; travel- 
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lers keep it so, as you say/' answered Eroeldoone, 
-who was never to be entrapped into talking of 
himself. 

. '' It is a great mistake for people to travel in 
flocks, Uke swallows and sheep," said his vivacious 
neighbour, whose manners were very careless, grace- 
ful, and thoroughly polished, if they had a dash 
of the Bohemian, the Adventurer, and the Free 
Lance. " A terrible mistake ! Overcrówds the 
inns, the steamers, and the railway caniages ; thins 
the soups, doubles the price of wines, and teaches 
guides to look on themselves as luzuries> to be paid 
for accordingly ; nxakes a Nile sunset ridiculous by 
being witnessed by a mob; and tums Luxor and 
Júpiter Anunon into dust and prose by having & 
tdbe of donkeys and dragomen ratÜed oyer their 
stones. A fearful mistake 1 If you are social and 
gregarious, stay in a city; but if you are specu- 
lative and Ishmaelesque, travel in solitude. Eh, 
monsieur ? " 

" If you can find it. But you have to travel far 
to get into solitudes in these days. Have you seen 
this evening's Times ? " 

" A thousand thanks ! Wonderful thing, your 
Times! Does the work in England that secret 
pólice do in Yienna, spies and bayonets do here, 

■ 2 
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and confetti to the populace and galleys to the 
patriota do in Rome." 

" Scarcely ! The Times would rather say it pre- 
vents England's having neéd of any of those conti- 
nental arguments," said Erceldoane, as he tossed 
the brandy into his coffee. 

The other laughed, as from under his lashes he 
flashed a swift glance at the Queen's Messenger. 
He would have preferred it if there had been less 
decisión about the broad, bold, frank brow, and less 
power in the length of limb stretched out, and the 
supple wrist, as it lay resting on the marble slab of 
the café-table. 

" Basta ! Govemments should give the people 
•plenty to eat and plenty to laugh at; they would 
never be troubled with insurrections then, or hear 
anything more about * liberty ! * A sleek, well-fed, 
happy fellow never tumed patriot yet ; he who takes 
. a dagger for his country only takes it because he 
has no loaf of bread to cut with it, or feels inclined 
to slit his own throat. Make com and meat cheap, 
^and you may play tyrant as you like." 

A sound policy, and a very simple one." 
All sound things are simple, monsieur! It is 
the sham and rotten ones that want an intricate 
scaffolding to keep them from falling; the perfect 
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arch stands without girders. * Panem et Circenses ' 
will always be the first article of good goyernments ; 
when the people are in good humour they never 
seethe into xnalcontents." 

" Then I suppose you would hold that cheap pro- 
visions and low taxes would make us hear no more 
of this present cry of * nationalitíes ? ' " His com- 
panion was piquant in his discourse and polished in 
his stjle, but he did not particularly admire him ; 
and when he did not admire people, he had a way of 
holding them at arm's length. 

" * Nationalities ? * Ridiculous prejudices ! Myths^ 
that would die to-morrow, only ministers like to- 
keep a handy reason on the shelf to make a raid on 
their neighbour, or steal an inch or two of frontier 
when the spirit moves them," laughed the other, and 
his laugh was a soft silvery chime, very pleasant to 
the ear. " Pooh ! a man*s nationalities are where 
he gets the best wage and the cheapest meat, 
specially in these prosaic profoundly practical times, 
when there is no chivalry, no dash, no colour ; when 
the common-place thrives ; when we tum Egyptian 
mummies into railway fuel, and ñnd Pharaoh's dust 
make a roaring ñre ; when we change crocuses into 
veratrin for our sore-throats, and violets into sweet- 
meats for our eating ! A detestable age, truly. 
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Pancy the barbarism bf «rystaUismg and crunching 
a TÍolet ! The flower of Clémence Isaure, and all 
the poets after her, condemned to the degradation 
of becoming a bonbon ! Can anything be more 
typical of the prosaic atrocity of this age? Im- 
possible ! " 

"With such acute feelings, you must find the 
dinner-card excessively restricted. With so much 
sympathy for a violet, what must be your philan- 
thropy for a pheasant ! " said Erceldoime, quietly, 
who was not disposed to pursue the Monody of a 
Yiolet in the Café Minnit, though the man to a 
oertain extent amused him. 

At that moment the foreigner rose a little hastily, 
left his ice-cream unfinished, and, with a gay grace- 
fiil adieu, went out of the salón, which was now 
¿lling. "A handsome fellow, and talks well/' 
thought Erceldoune, wringing the amber Moselle 
from his long moustaches, when he was left alone 
at the marble table in the heat, and light, and 
movement of the glittering café. "I know the 
fratemity well enough, and he is one of the best 
of the members, I daré say. He did not waste 
much of his science on me; he saw it would be 
profitless work. On my word, the wit and ability 
and good manners those men íritter away in their 
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order would make them invaluable in a Chanoelleríe; 
and fit them for any State office in the world." 

The First Secretary of the English Legation and 
a French diplomatist entered and claimed his atten- 
tion at that instant, and* he gave no more thoüght 
to the Champion of thé crystaUised flowers, whom, 
justly or wrongly as it might Chance, he had classed 
with the renowned Legión of Chevaliers d^Industrie^, 
and whose somewhat abrupt departure he had attri- 
fouted either to his own lack of promise as a plaus- 
ible subject for experimentalising upon, or to the 
appearance on the scene of some mouchard óf the 
Secret Burean, whom the viracious bewailer of the 
fate of sugared violets in this age of prose did not 
care to encounter. 

Erceldoune thought no more of him then and 
thenceforward : he would have thought more had 
the mirrors of the Gafé Minuit been Paracelsus' or 
Agrippa's mirours of grammarye. 

The long console-glass, with its curled gas- 
branches and its rose-hued draperies, and its reflex 
of the gilding, the glitter, the silver, the damask, 
the fruit, the wines, and the crowds of the París 
café, would have been darkened with night-shadows 
and deep forest foliage, and the tumult of cióse 
struggles for life or death, and the twilight hush of 
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doistered aisles^ and the rich glow of Eastem waters, 
and the silent gloom of ancient God-forgotten cities; 
and, from out the wavíng, shadowy, changing dark- 
ness of all, there would have looked a woman's face, 
with fathomless, lüminous eyes, and hair with a 
golden light npon it, and a proud, weary^ sorceress 
smile on the lips*— the face of a temptress or of an 
ángel ? 

But the mirror had no magic of the future ; the 
.glass reflected nothing save the gas-jets of the 
ormolu sconces; and Fulke Erceldoune sat there 
in París that night, drinking his iced Bhine wines, 
and smoking his curled Arabian meerschaum, know- 
ing nothing of what lay before him, a blind wanderer 
in the twilight, a traveller in strange countries, as 
we are at best in life. 



CHAPTER III. 



" SOUFFRIR EN ROl/ 



Heaven forbid that the Pñncipalities should be 
better govemed : they would be like aU the rest of 
the world in no time. They may be ruinous to 
themselves very probably, and a nest of intemecine 
discord for Eastem Europe ; but they are delightful 
for the stranger, and the bird of passage should 
surely have one solitude left wherein to find rest ; 
regions where the refined tortures of the post can- 
not reach ; where debts can be defied and forgotten 
across the stretch of those dense pine-woods which 
sever you írom the rest of mankind ; where the only 
highway to your quarters is a rapid surging river, 
with a timber-raft drífting down it ; where, whirled 
along by gipsy horses and ppsy drivers through 
yast wooded tracks, you halt and wake with a plea- 
sant wonder to find yourself iú the broad streets and 
squares of a populous city, of which, though you are 
not more geographically ignorant than your brethren, 
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yon had not tiie haziest notion, and whose very 
carne you do not know when you hear it, waking at 
the cessation of the horses' gallop and the gipsey 
Jehu's shouts, to open your eyes upon the clear 
Moldavian or Wallachian night, with the sound of 
music írom some open casenxent ahove. Begions 
such as these are the Principalities, and who would 
not keep them so, írom the Danube to the Dneister, 
from the Straits of Otranto to the Entine, for the 
refiíge of necessitous wanderers who have an incon^ 
venient connection, a tiresome ron upan them from 
the public, or a simple desxre for a paradise where a 
woman will not follow them, where letters will' not 
come, where the game districts are unbeaten,- and 
the deep woods and wild valleys as yet nnsketched 
and unsung? 

Through the Principalities, Erceldoune travelled 
in as brief a time, from the eaxly dawn when he had 
left PariSy as mail trains, express specials,* rapid 
relays of horses, and swift river passages coold ^e 
him, across Tyrol and Yenetia, Alps and Oarpa« 
thians, Danube and Drave, calling at Belgrade with 
despatches, and pushing straight on for MoldaTÍa¿ 
Eveiy mile of that wild and nnwom way was as 
familiar to the Queen's Messenger as the jonmey 
between London and Farisr is familiar to other men. 
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Where steam had not yet penetrated, and there was 
no cholee bnt between posting and the saddle, 
he usually rodé ; if the roads were level, and the 
route unsighly, he would take the luximous rest of 
a " Messenger's carriage," and post throngh the 
nights and days ; but, by preference, hard riding 
carried him over most of bis ground, with pace and 
stay that none in the service could equal, and which 
had made the Arabs, when their horses swept beside 
his throngh the eastem sunlight/ toes their lances 
aloft, and shout, *'Fazzia ! Fazzia ! ** with applause 
to the Giaour. He rodé so now, when, having 
passed directfrom Belgrado across the lower angle of 
Transylvania, and crossed the Carpathian range, he 
fonnd himself fairly set towards Moldavia, with only 
a hundred miles or so more left between him and 
Jassy, which was his destination. 

The Principality was in ferment; Ghorch and 
civil power were in conflict and rivaby ; England, 
France, Austria, and Bussia were all disturbing 
themselves after the affairs of this out-of-the-way 
nook, conceiving that with Greece in insurrection, 
and Italy in a transition state, and Poland quivering 
afresh beneath her bonds, even Moldavia might be 
the match to a European conflagration, and open 
np the scarce-healed Eastem question ; and an 
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English envoy was ihen at Jassy, charged with a 
Bpecial mission, to whom the despatches which 
Erceldoune bore camed special instructions, touch- 
ing on delicate matters of moment to the affaírs of 
central and eastem Europe, and to the part which 
would be played by Great Britain in the event of 
the fireedom of the soQthem states, and the success 
of the Hberal party in Athens, Hungary, or Venetia. 
This one bag, with the arms of England on the 
seal, and the all-important instructions within, was 
all that he carríed now, slung round his neck and 
across his chest by an undressed belt of chamois 
leather. He was wholly alone ; his mountain guides 
he had dismissed at the foot of the Carpathians, for 
he had gone through the most dangerous defiles and 
thief-invested passes all over the world, caring for 
no other defence than lay in his holster pistols. He 
had been stopped two or three times, once by the 
" Bail-up ! " of Tasmanian bushrangers, once by a 
Ghoorka gang in Northern India^ once by & chief- 
taín who levied black mail in the rocky fastnesses 
of Macedonia, — ^but his shots had always cleared him 
a passage through, and he had ridden on with no 
more loss than the waste of powder and hall. He 
was too well known, moreover, in both hemispheres, 
to be molested, and the boldest hill-robbers would 



"SOUFFRIR EN ROÍ. 61 

have cared as litüe to come to cióse quarters with 
one whose strength had become proverbial, as to 
get themselves into trouble by tampering with the 
State courier of a great power. 

It had been a splendid day in the young autumn, 
and it was just upon its cióse as he went through 
the forests, his mare, a pure-bred sorrel, scarcely 
touching the ground as she swept along, swift as a 
greyhound or a lapwing. The air was heavily 
scented with the fragrance of the ñrs ; the last 
lingenng rays of Ught slanted here and there across 
the moss through dark fanlike boughs, cone-laden ; 
aisles of pines stretched in endless. and innumerable 
lines of paths scarce ever troddeH save by the wolf, 
or the wild boar, or the charcoal-bumer, barely more 
human than the brute ; and, in the rear, to the 
westward, towered the Carpathians, with their black 
rugged sides reared in the purple sunset, the guard 
of the Magyar fatherland. 

Now and then, at rare intervals, a little hamlet 
buñed in the recesses of the forest, whose few 
wretched women wore the Turkish yashmák, spoke 
of Moldavia, or he carne on a camp of naked wild-eyed 
gipseys of the country ; but as evening closed in, 
and Erceldoxme advanced into a narrow rocky denle, 
the nearest passage through dense pine solitudes^ 
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eyen these signs of human life in its most brutali^ed 
phase, ceased wholly. There was only the rapid 
ling of bis mare's hoofs, given back by a thousand 
hollow echoes, as he swept down the ravine, with 
high precipitous walls of rock rising on either side, 
whUe the river thundered and foamed beside him, 
and the trees closing above-head made it well-nigh 
dark as night, though beyond, the sununits of the 
Hungarian range were still lit by the last rays of 
the sun gleaming golden on etemal snows. Sitting 
down in bis saddle, with bis eyes glfmcing, rapid 
and unerring as a soldier's, on either side where the 
shelving rocks sloped upward in the gloom» Ercel* 
doune dashed along the denle at a pace such 
as the blood horses of the desert reach — ^the 
surging of the torrent at bis side, the winds rising 
loud and stomxy among the black pine^bougihs 
aboye, the intense stillness and solitude around,. 
that are only felt in the depths of a forest or the 
hush of a mountain-side. 

These were what he loyed in his ufe: .these 
nights and days of loneliness, of action» of freedom, 
alone with all that was wildest and grandest in 
nature, nnder no law but the setting and rising of 
the san, riding onward, without check or pause, a 
firesh horse ready saddled when the jaded one 



*' S0X7FFRIB EN BOI. 68 

drooped and slackened ; these were what soited the 
passionate need of liberty, the zest to do and daré, 
the eagle-love of solitude ingrained in bis Border- 
blood, and as latent in him as in the chieftains of 
hÍ8 ñame when they had borne fire and 8word far 
away into stout Northumberland, or harried the 
Marches in their Eing's defiance. 

The pressure of bis knees sufficing for her 
guidance without curb or spur, the sorrel scoured 
the winding ravine, fléet and sure of foot, as though 
the rocky and irregular groiind had been a level 
stretch of sward, her ears pointed, her pace like the 
wind, all the blood and mettle there were in her 
roused ; she knew her master in her rider. Dash- 
ing onward through the gloom thus, suddenly bis 
hand checked her ; bis eyes had seen what hers had 
not. Thrown back on her bannches in the midst of 
her breathless gallop, she reared in snorting terror; 
any other she might have hurled senseless to the 
earth; be sat as motionless as though borse and 
man were cast together in bronze. 

Across tiie narrow and precipitous path lay the 
felled trunk of a pine, blocking the way. She rose 
erect, and stood so for a second, her rider in bis 
saddle ñrm as on a rock-— a Sculptor would baye 
given ten years of bis life to have caugbt and fized 
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that magniñcent attitude; — ^then down she carne 
with a crash on her fore feet, while from the black 
barricade of the levelled pine, through the thick 
screen of süffened branches, shone the gleam of half 
a dozen rifles, the long lean barréis gUstening in 
the twilight. 

The brigands lay in ambush waiting him ; and 
the hoarse shout of arrest was pealed back by the 
echoes. 

'* Your papers — or we fire ! " 

And the steel nxuzzles covered him front and rear, 
^hile the challenge rang out down the vault of the 
hollowed rocks* 

Swiftly as Hghtning his eyes swept over the 
rifles and numbered them — eight against one; 
rapidly as the wind he drew his pistol from 
his holster and ñred among them ; a shrill shriek 
pierced the air, a man reeled headlong down into 
the gorge of the river foaming below, and without 
breath, without pause, Erceldoune put the bay at 
the leap, trusting the rest to her hunter's blood, and 
facing the levelled death-dealers full in the front. 
The gallant beast deserved his faith; she rose point- 
blank at the barricade, and leapt with one mighty 
bound the great pine-barrier and the glittenng Une 
of steel. She landed safe ; — a second, and she would 
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have raced onward, distancing all shot and defying 
all pursuit ; but with a yell that rang from rock to 
rock, the murderous barréis she had overleapt and 
cleared, covered her afresh ; the sharp crack of the 
shots echoed through the pass, three balls pierced her 
breast and flanks» beddinjg themselves where the Ufe 
lay, and with a scream of piteous agony she threw 
her head upward, swayed to and £ro an instant, and 
fell beneath him — dead. He sprang from the saddle 
ere her weight could crush him, and, with his back 
against the ledge of granite, tumed at bay; hope he 
had not, succour there could be none in those dense 
mountain solitudes, those wastes of vast unpeopled 
pine-woods ; in that hour he had but one thought 
— to seU his life dearly, and to deserve his country's 
trust. 

The echoes of the conflict rang in quick succes- 
sion on the stillness, thundered back by the rever- 
berations of the hills, it was hot, cióse, mortal work 
in that narrow choked defile, Erceldoune, with his* 
back -against the granite, and his dead bay at his 
feet between him and his foes, had the strength 
and the fury of a legión, now that his wrath was up 
in all its might, and the blood-thirst wakened in 
him. A ball broke his right arm above the wrist ; 
it fell useless at his side. He laughed aloud : 

TOl. 7, r 
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^^ Blonderers ! why don't you Iiit through the 
lungs ? " 

And as he changed his pistol into his left hand, 
he raised it, and the man who had shot him fell 
yátíi a crash — ^a bnllet through his brain. He 
conld not load again; his ann was broken, and 
the hoarse yell oí men, infuriated to be deñed» and 
exasperated at their comrades' loss, told him his 
minutes were numbered, as one cry alone grated 
on the night air from many voices ; iu Bomaic, in 
French, in Yenetian, in Hungarian ; — varied tongues, 
but one summons alone. 

^'Your papers or your life! Death, or sur- 
render ! " 

There was a moment's hush and pause; they 
waited for their menace to do their work without 
the bloodshed that they shirked from caution and 
from uvisdom, rather than from humanity ; and at 
that instant.the moon, through one break in the 
black pine roofing above-head, poured its light 
through the pass. Bound him in a half-circle, 
broken from their barricade and ambush now that 
his fire was spent, pressed his assassins, their fiíces 
masked by the crape drawn over them, their rifles 
covering him with pitiless purpose. With his right 
arm hanging powerless, and with the mare lying 
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at his feet, the solebarrier between Idm and the 
crosB-fire leyelled at him, sto'od Erceldoune, reated 
to his fall height, motionless as ihough he were a 
statue. 

" Death, or surrender ! " 

The sammons hissed through the silence with a 
deadly meaniíig, a hoarse süárl süch ás the hóunds 
give when the stag holds ihem too long at báy. 
Erceldoune stood erect, his eyes glancing cahnly 
down on the semicircle of the long shining Unes of 
steel, each of whoee hollow tabes cartied his death- 
warrant; a look upon his face befóte wídch thé 
boldest, though they held his Ufe in theír hands ánd 
at their mercy, quailed; he knew how he should 
save his trust and his papers, though he knew thát 
his Ufe must pay the forfeit. He calmly watched 
the.leveUed rifles, Und a hálf smile passed over 
his face; — they had brought eight agahist one! 
— ^it mis a distinction, at least, to také so much 
kilUng. 

" The devil wifl never give in ! " swore with 
savage Hungarian oaths thé farthest^ of the bañd. 
^' Seize him, and bind hím ! — we don't want his 
blood." 

'* Take the papers, and gag him. Cari is right ; 
we want them, not him/' muttered ánother, in 

I 2 
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whose southem Germán the keen ear of him whose 
Ufe they balanced caught the foreign accent of a 
Gallician. 

One who seemed the leader of the gang laughed 
— a rolling, mellow, harmonious laugh, which 
thrilled through the blood of Erceldoune as menace 
and challenge had never done : he had heard it a 
few nights before in the gaslit salón of the Parisian 
café. 

" Basta, basta ! * Too many words, my masters/ 
Eill the Border Eagle and strip him afterwards ! 
His beak won't peck when he's shot down ! " 

" Stop — stop ! " muttered a milder Sicilian. 
" Give him his cholee; we only want the de- 
spatches." 

" The papers then, or we fire ! '* 

The moon shone clearer and whiter down into 
the ravine, while they pressed nearer and nearer 
till the half-circle of steel glittered cióse against 
him, within a yard of his breast; — and the Greek 
who in the Café Minuit had lamented so softly 
the prosaic fate of the violet bonbons, pressed 
closest of all. He stood quietly, with no change 
in his attitude, and his broken wrist dripping blood 
on the stone at his feet; the dark scom of fiery 
passions had lowered on his face, stormy, dangerous, 
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menacíng as the wrath that lightens up a lion's eyes» 
while on bis lips was a laugh — ^a laugh for the 
coward caution of his assassins, the womanish 
cruelty which compassed him with such timorous 
might of numbers, fearing one man unarmed and 
wounded ! 

" Death, or surrender ! " 

The cry echoed again, loud and hoarse now as 
the hounds* bay, baffled and getting furíous for 
blood. 

Hüs back was reared against the rock; his left 
arm pressed against his breast, holding to him the 
seáis that were his trust; his eyes looked down upon 
them steadily as he answered : 

" Fire ! " 

And while his yoice, calm and unfaltenng, gave 
the word of command for his own death-volley, 
with a swift sudden gestare, unlooked-for and 
unarrested by them, he lifted his left hand, and 
hurled far away through the gloom, till they sank 
with a loud splash into the bed of the swollen 
rushing river, the white bag of the English de- 
spatches; — lost for ever in the deep gorge, and 
whirled on into darkness with the passage of foaming 
waters, where no spy could reach and no foe could 
rob them. 
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Then, as the ravenous yell of baffled forcé and 
infuriated passion shook the echoes of the hills, 
the report of the rifles rasg through the night 
.with sulleii murderous peal, and Erceldoune fell as 
one dead. 

AU was Btill in the heari of the forest. 

The snowy summits of the Carpathians gleamed 
white in the natooialight ; the cry of the wUd dog or 
the growl of the wild boar, the screech of the owl 
pr the ruBh of the bat's yring, alone broke the 
silence; aboye the dark silent earth the sldes were 
oloudless, and studded with countless stars» whose 
radiance glistened here and tfaere through dense 
black shadow, on moss, and boulders, and cavemous 
gorges, and torrents plunging downward through 
the night. In the narrow channel of the denle» 
with gnarled pines aboye and waters roaring in their 
pent-up bed below» there lay the sti£fened corpse of 
the.mare, and across her body, hathed in her blood 
and in his, own, with bis head fallen back, and his 
face tumed upward as the starlight fell upon it» was 
stretched the Queen's Messenger, where they had 
left him for dead. 

The night had passed on and the hours stolen 
apace, till the stars had grown large in the heayens. 
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and the moming planet risen in ihe east before 
the dawn; and he had lain there, as lifeless and 
motionless as the sorrel b^ieath him, through 
all the watches of the night which parted the 
sunset of one day from the daybreak of the next. 
His right arm, broken and nerveless, was flnng 
across the neck of the mare, as thongh, Arab-like, 
his last thought as he fell had been of the brute- 
¿dend whom he had lost, andyrho had died for him; 
the blood had poured from a deep chest wound, till 
the black velvet of his riding-coat was soaked 
throagh and through, and the mosses and the grasses 
were dyed mth the stream that bore his Ufe away ; 
his face was stem yet serene, like many faces of the 
dead upon a battle*field, and only a deep-drawn 
labonred breath, that quivered at long intervals 
throngh all his frame, showed that existence had 
not wholly ceased with the murderous ToUey which 
had brought him to the earth, as his own shot had 
bronght the kingly fearless strength of the golden 
ea^e reelíng downward to its fate. Either the aim 
of his assassins had been uncertain from the fary 
with which they had levelled and fired when they 
had seen their errand baffled, and the despatches 
flung beyond all reach into the mountain gorge, or 
they had been blinded by the flickering shadows of 
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the moon, and the lüst of their vengeance on him, 
for two shots alone had touched him out of the five 
which had been fired at him. One ball had pierced 
his breast, and brought him down senseless, and» 
to all semblance, lifeless ; it had been aimed by the 
leader of the band who had trifled with his ice, and 
moumed over the conserve of violets in Paris a few 
nights before. The other bullet, which had struck 
him in the chest, and would have cut its way straight 
through the lungs, had been tomed aside by. the 
solid silver of his meerschaum, in whose bowl the 
ball was bedded, though the forcé of its concussion 
would have stretched him insensible without a 
wound. He had fallen as one dead» and they had 
left him for such in the narrow defíle, hastening 
themselves to leave the pine-forest far behind them, 
and put the range of the Carpathians between them 
and Moldavia, taking their own wounded with them, 
and plunging into the recesses of the woods, where 
all pmrsuit could be baffled, all detection defíed. 
Whether they were mountain banditti, or masked 
nobles, or insmrgent conspirators, those vast soli- 
tudes would never reveal, since the deed would tell 
no tales and bear no witness ; his assassination, if 
ever known, would be traced, they deemed, to gípsies 
or charcoal-burners, while the odds were a million 
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to one that the fate of ihe English State courier 
would never be heard of, but would remain in the 
shroud of an impenetrable mystery, whilst he lay 
in the lonely and untrodden ravine^ till the bears 
and the vultures left his bones to whiten unburied 
when they had sated their hunger on the sinewy 
limbs of the man who had fallen to avoid the sur- 
render of his honour and his trust. 

Darkness closes thus over the fate of many ; he 
is " missing/* and we know no more. 

Nearly lifeless thus^ Erceldoune had remained 
through the long hours where his assassins had left 
hun ; about him only the shrieking of the owls, the 
sough of the winds among the pines, and the dis- 
tant roar of the beasts of prey, to whom his 
enemies had trusted for the completion and the 
burial of their work. Weaker men would have 
succumbed to less danger than he had often brooked 
and passed through scathless ; and even now the 
athletic strength within him refused to perish. 
The flowing of the blood had stopped, a laboured 
sigh now and then gave sign of vitality, though not 
of consciousness ; then, as the night was waning, a 
shudder ran through all his frame, and his eyes un- 
closed, looking upward, without light or sense, to 
the starlit yault aboye. 
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He remembered nothing. 

The deep skies and '^ the stars in their courses " 
whirled giddily above him; the pine-boughs fliek- 
ered in phantom shapes beforehís sight ; the sonná^ 
of the windfi and of the íalling torrents smote dully 
OH his ear ; he had no sense but of suflocatioki from 
tiie congealed blood npon his chest, and the sharp 
agony of every breath ; he wondered dimly^ dreamily, 
who he was, and where he lay. An intense thirst 
parched his throatand oppressed his lungs^^a thirst 
he snfEered fronLwithoiit knowíngwhat the torture 
could be— and the plunge and splash of tibe cascados 
in the goi^e belowfiUed his brain mth vague throng* 
ing' images of oodL still lakes, of rushing brooks, of 
deep broTHi tams among his native moorhinds, and 
throttgh them all he stood ever up to the lips in the 
cold delicious Tmters, yet ever powerless to stoop 
and taste one drop ! The. sweep of a night-bird's 
wing touched his forehead as it flew low imder the 
drooped pine-branches ; at the touch conscioosness 
slowly and confusedly awoke ;■ the night ceased to 
whirl round him in a > chaos of shadow, the planets 
grew clear and familiar, and looked down on him 
from the dizzy mists circling above. By sheer in- 
stinct he sought to raise his right hand; it was 
powerless» and as he stretched out his left arm he 
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felt the ohill, stiffened body of bis lost mare, and 
ibe gprasses wet with her blood and bis own ; iben 
tbougbt and recoUection awoke from tbe mists of 
death, and be remembered all. 

He knew that be was lying tbere woonded unto 
deaáb^ beyond all tippeal for ; aid, all bope of succour, 
powerless to dñve from bim tbe frailest insect tbat 
mth.tbe morning li^t e^old begin tbe fell work of 
corruption and destniction^ alone in bis last boor in 
the. desolation of tbe Carpatbians, witb no companion 
save tbe beast of prey, no wateber but tbe carrion 

Dread of deatb be bad never . kndwn ; tbere ivas 
no sucb coward weakness in bim now, in bis worst 
extremity, wben be knew tbat be was dying, in tbe 
best years of bis manbood, slaugbtered by tbe base- 
ness of treacberous assassinationy alone in tbe pent 
defile wbere bis murder bad been planned, and 
where no buman step would ever: come, except it 
were tbat of some moimtain plonderer, wbo would 
strip off tbe Unen and tbe velyet tbat tbe birds of 
prey would bave left untoucbed, wbile bis bones 
sbould lie tbere tbrougb summer drougbt and 
winter storm unburied» unlamented, unavenged. 
Fear was not on bim eyen now in bis dying bour, 
but a mortal sense of lonelin^s tbat bis Ufe bad 
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never known stole over him as he wakened in the 
hush of the forest night, paralysed, powerless, 
strengthlesB» felled in his full forcé» slain, like the 
golden eagle, by a single shot. The heavens, 
studded with their stars, looked chill and piti- 
less; the rocks towered upward in the moonlight, 
shutting him oüt from all the peopled slumbering 
world; no soimd smote the stiUness save the distant 
sullen moan of the bnites seeking their prey, and 
the winds sweeping and wailing through the endless 
aisles of pines ; — he died in solitude. 

The night wore on ; a profound and awfal silence 
reigned around, only broken by the growl of wolves 
or the scream of foxes &om their distant haunts ; 
the rayening cry borne on the blast of those who, 
with each second which passed away, might scent 
blood from aíar off, and track it in their honger, 
and come down to rend, and tear, and deyour» 
finishing the work of slaughter. He heard that 
sallen bay all through the night where he lay, across 
the dead mare motionless ; he could not have stirred 
a limb, though the fangs of the wild boar had been 
at his throaty or the wolves in a troop been upon 
him. Hope or thought of succour he had none; he 
was in the deep heart of the mountains, where none 
could come ; and he*knew too well the lore of desert 
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and camp not to know that all chance of life was 
over, that his last hour was here, and that if the 
Yultare and the bear did not track him out, he 
would die of the loss of blood alone ; or that if 
his frame bore up against the exhaustion of his 
wounds through the day which would soon dawn, 
he would perish but the more slowly, and the more 
agonisingly^ of famine and of thirst. 

Time wore on ; the stars grew large as the mom- 
ing drew near» and his eyes gazed upward at them 
where he lay in the pass of the denle ; a thousand 
nights on southem seas, in tropic lands, in eastem 
aisles of palm, through phosphor-gUttering waters 
while his ship cleft her way, through the white gleam 
of snow steppes while . the sleigh bells chimed, 
through the torchlit glades of forests while the 
Germán boar or the French stag was hunted to his 
lair, drifted to memory as the moon shone down on 
him through the break in the massed pine-boughs ; 
— for he had ever loved the mere sense and strength 
oflife; all 

i "the wild joys of living, the leaping from rock to rock, 
The strong rending of boughs from the fir-tree, the cool river 

shock 
Of a plunge in a pool's Uving water, — the hunt of the bear. 
And the snltriness showing the lion is conched in his lair." 

And he knew that this glory was dead in him for 
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ever, and that when thosé stars rose on anoiheir 
nighty and shed iheir forightness upon earth and 
ocean, forest and sea, his eyes would be blind 
to iheir light ánd biéhold them no more, since 
he would be stricken out from the world of the 
living. 

At last, — ^it seemed that an etemity had come' and 
gone, — ^the day reached him, dawning froin the 
splendonr of Asia far away. 

The light streamed in the ea¿t;the darkness of 
the shadows was broken by the firstrays of warmth, 
the night birds fled to their rooBt, and above the 
clouds rose the sun, bathing tíie sieeping world in 
its golden gladnes», and shining full on the snow 
peaks of the momitains. The forest^life awoke; the 
song of countless birds rose on the silence, the ham 
of myriad insects marmnred beñeath the gra^ses^, 
the waters of innumerable torrents glistened in the 
sunbeams ; — and,< alone in the waking and rejoieing 
world, he lay, dying. 

About him, where never sunlight came, were dank 
grasses, and the gloomy foliage of pines, but above- 
head, far aloft through the walls of granite, was the 
blue and cloudless sky of a summqr dawn. His 
eyes looked upward to it heavily, and with the film 
gathering fast over them ; in his physical anguish, 
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in hi8 8ore extremüy, there were still beauty and 
solace in the day. 

Yet, as he gazed» the heavens were darkened, the 
sunlit morning became more loathsome than all the 
solitude and darkness of the night ; wakened in the 
dawn and poised in air, drawn thither by the scent 
of blood» he saw the fiocks o£ carrion*hirds^ the allies 
whom the assassína.imsted to destroy all trace of 
their work, the keepexB of the vigil of the dead ! 
Cleaving the air and 'wheeling in the light^ they 
gathered there, yulture axid kite^ ra^n and róék- 
eagle, conúng with the sunxide to> their carrion feast, 
sweeping downward into- the . defile mth shrill and 
hideous clamonr till they alit beside him, in their 
ravenous greed» upon the Jbody of the mare, striking 
their beaks into her eyes and whetting their taste in 
her flesh, rendxng andi laceratingí and disputíng 
their prey. 

Thus he had seen them» many a timei making 
their feast on the lion or camel of the East ; and a 
sickness of loathing carne upon him, and a horror 
unutterable; — ^bonnd in the bonds of death, and 
powerless to lift his arm against them, he must lie, 
half living and half dead, whilst the hungry bordes 
tore at his heart. 

A cry broke from him, load and terrible — a shout 
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for help, where help there could be none. Its echo 
pealing from ihe rocks, scared and scattered the 
ravening birds one instant from their lust; they 
wheeled and circled in the sunlit air, then setÜed 
once more on their spoil. 

A single vulture, driven from the rest, poised 
abo ve him — ^waiting. Looking upward, he saw the 
bird, with its dark wings outstretched, sailing in 
rings round and round in the sunHght glare, im- 
patient and athirst> its glittering eyes fixed on him 
— ^the watcher and the harbinger of death. 

By the sheer forcé of animal instinct, strength for 
the moment was restored ; he sprang up to drive 
from oíF him the murderous beak that would seek 
his life-blood, the carrion-greed that would wrench 
out his eyes whilst yet théy saw the day ! He leapt 
forward, striking wildly and blindly at the black 
shadow of the hovering bird; — at the action the 
wound opened, the hemorrhage broke out afresh — 
he fell back senseless. 



CHAPTER IV. 

"n'etes VOÜS PAS DÜ pabadis?" 

Ey£N in the silent heart of the Carpathian woods 
two had heard that shout of mortal extremity. 

They were but a woman and a wolf-hound, resting 
together under the shade of the pines higher up, 
yrheie the héad of the torrent tumbled and splashed 
from rock to rock, its sheet of foam glittering ín the 
warmth of the risen day. They heard it ; — ^and the 
woman rose with a stag-like grace of terror, blent 
yáüí a haughty challenge of such weakness, and the 
dog^ with his bristling mane erect, and his head 
iifted in the air, woke the echoes with a deep- 
mouthed bay. Both listened — all was still ; — then 
she laid her hand on the hound's shaggy coat, and 
gaye him a single word of command. He waited, 
sniffing the scent borne to him on the wind, then, 
with his muzzle to the earth, sprang off : she fol- 
lowed him ; the lights and shadows from the pine 
boaghs aboye flung, flickering and golden, on her 

YOL. L a 
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uncovered haír ; a woman fair as the moming, with 
the free imperial step of the forest deer, and the 
beauty of the classic and glorious south; the 
beauty of Aspasia of Athens, of Lucrezia of 
Borne. 

A few short seconds, and the hound plunged down 
into the pass, baying loud in fear and fury, as though 
he tracked the trail of the crime. The birds flew 
up with whirling tomult from their meal, and wheeled 
aloft, scared and scattered ; the vultnre that had her 
talons tangled in the hair of the faUen man, and 
was stretching her plnmed throattodeal her first 
aim at bis sightless eyes, taking wing slowly, leaving 
her pirey relnctantly. The woman fell on her knees 
beside him where he lay aoross the body of his 
slaughtered mare> as lifeless to all semblance as 
the animal. 

She knew that she was in the presence of crime, 
and she believed herself in that of death ; this man 
had been slain fonlly in the heart of the forest, and 
she was alone,. in the moontain ravine that had 
seen the guilt done and the blow dealt, alone with 
one whom his enemies had lefb tp perish and lie 
nnburied for the hawks and crows to tear. The 
night had witnessed the sin and shrouded it; she 
and the sunny light of day had tracked and found it. 
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And the sickness of its gailt was on her in all its 
ghastliness> it all its secret craven yileness. 

One thought alone seemed left her ; was she too 
late^ or coold thís human life, even in its last honr, 
be saved, be called back even though it ebbed 
away? 

She felt for the beating of his heart ; a quick 

shudder ran through all her frame — her hand was 

wet with the blood that had soaked through linen 

and velvet, and fiowed in its deep stream from 

his breast. Yet she did not shrink, but pressed 

it there, seeking for the throbbing of the life ; the 

pulse beat slowly, faintly still, beneath her touch — 

he lived even now. The caríion birds were poised 

on the boughs, or settled on the rocky ledges, wait- 

ing for the prey which soon or late must come to 

them ; the hound was tearing up the moss with his 

muzzle to the earth ; she called him to her ; the 

dog was her ínend, her guard, her slave— he came^ 

reluctantly, looking backward at the mosses he had 

uprooted [in his thirst for the scent they gave ; she 

drew him to^ her, and signed him to look at the 

dying man where he was stretched across his horse; 

then pointed to the westward with some words in 

Silesian. The hound looked upward an instant 

with eamesti eloquent eyes, trying to read her will 
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— then, at his full speed, obeyed her, and went down 
the ravine; she had sent from her her solé defender, 
while, for aught she knew, the murderers of the 
man she sought to save might retum to the scene 
of their outrage, and deal with her as they had dealt 
with him. But cowardice was scarcely more in her 
blood than in his to whose succour she had come 
with the light of the moming, and whose face was 
tumed upward white and rigid, in mate appeal, in 
voiceless witness, stem, as one who has faUen in 
ñerce contest, but calm as though he lay in the 
tranquillity of sleep. She gazed at him thus, tiU 
hot tears gathered in her eyes, and fell iipon his 
forehead ; he was a stranger, and not of her land ; 
she knew not how his death had been dealt, ñor 
in what cause he had fallen, whence he came, ñor 
what his life had been ; but his face touched to the 
lieart all of pity there was in her, where he lay blind 
and unconscious in the glory of the sun, though 
many had said that pity was a thing unknown to 
her. The falling of her tears upon his brow, or the 
touch of her hand as it swept back the hair from his 
temples, and fanned his temples with a fragrant 
bough of pine to freshen the sultry heat of the noon- 
day, awoke him to some retuming life ; a heavy sigh 
heaved his chest, he stirred wearily, and his lips 
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moved without sound. Shé knew what he musí 
need — all of comfort or of aid that she could give— 
>and folding one of the broad dock leaves cup-shape, 
she ñUed it at the bed of the torrent, and, raising 
his head, held the cold water to his parched and 
colourless lips. 

Unconsciously, instinctively, he drank and drank, 
slaking the intolerable thirst; she filled it three 
times at the channel of the river, and he drained in 
new existence from that green forest-cup, from that 
fresh and icy water, held to him by his ministering 
ángel. Then his head sank back, lying against her, 
resting on her arm ; his eyes had not unclosed, he 
was senseless still, save that he was vaguely con- 
scious of a sense of coolnéss, languor, rest, and 
peace ; and the vultures on the rócks above looked 
down with ravenous impatience, waiting till the 
watcher should weary of her vigil, and their prey be 
their own again. 

She would not have left him now though she 
should have died with him. She knew the lawless 
brutality of the mountain bordes of gipsies and 
of plunderers, well enough to know that in all likeli- 
hood those who had left him for dead might retum 
to strip him of all that was of valué on his person, 
and would slay her, without rémorse or mercy, lest 
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she sliould bear testímony to them and to their 
work ; but to desert him and leave him to the last 
of ihe carrion-birds and the torrid heat of the noon* 
never passed in thought even before her — ^whatever 
fate shoold come of it, she had east in her lot 
with his. 

The son fell through the tracery of firs upon the 
rushing water, the mosses red with blood, the black 
fiock of the waiting birds, and the motionless form 
of Erceldoune, stretched across his slaughtered 
horse, his head resting, as if in the serenity of sleep, 
npon the bosom of the woman who had saved him, 
while aboye bent the magniflcence of her face, with 
a golden light on its moomfol splendour, and the 
softness of compassion in the lastre of the ejes that 
watched him in his unconsciousness. 

Time wore on, the sun rose to noon height, the 
heat grew more intense, and they were still alone ; 
he lay as in a trance still, but with that vague sense 
of coolness and of peace, all that he knew or sought 
to know ; once his eyes unclosed, weary and blind, 
and saw, as in a visión, the face as of an ángel above 
him. He had not strength to rouse, power to 
wonder, consciousness to know or ask whether he 
slept, or dreamed, or beheld but the phantom of his 
own braín; but his eyes gazed upward at the loveli< 
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ness that looked down on him, with the wannth of 
moming on it, and it pierced thróugh the mists of 
death and the chaos of unconsciousness, and sank 
into his sight and heart^ never again to be forgotten. 
While the sun was at its zenith and the day rolled 
onwardy he was conscious, through all his anguish, 
despite all his stupor, of the fragrance of leaved that 
fanned his ^brow and stirred the heated air with 
soothing movement, of the genüe murmur of river- 
waters sounding through the stillness, and — ever 
when his eyes unclosed and looked upward on the 
radiance of the day — of the face that he saw in 
the luminance of the light^ even as the face of a 
guardián ángel. And he knew no more in the 
dulness of luUed pain, in the languor of profound 
exhaustion. 

The loud bay of a hound broke the silence when 
noon had long passed, the rapid rush of the dog's 
feet scoured over the rocks aboye and down -the 
winding path ; he had known that he had been 
bidden to seek succour, and had left those he first 
met no peace till they had folio wed him — ^two Mol- 
davian peasants, herdsmen or stable-helpers, who 
had understood the meaning of the hound's impa* 
tient bark and whine. 

At the sound of their steps she moved from 
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the woanded man, and rose, with the grace 
which made her every action beaaüfal as the 
wild antelope'Sy imperial as a sovereign's in her 
court. 

The Moldayians listened with profound reverence 
whüst she spoke, and without pause or question.has- 
tened to obey her command; deeds of violence were 
not 80 rare at the foot of the Carpathians, in the heart 
of the Principalities, as to excite either the horror ór 
the wonder of the passive serfs ; they went without 
a word to their work» wrenched down the long 
boughs of the pines, stripped them, lashed the bare 
poles together, and covered them with lesser branches 
of the firs, overstrewn in tum by the yielding velvet 
moss of the forest, till they had formed a rude 
stretcher, roagh in form but fragrant and easy • 
then they laid him on it, lifdng him with kindly 
gentleness. At the first movement which raised 
him, and the sharp agony it caused, careful and 
not untender though it was, he fainted; they 
might have taken him where they would; he 
knew nothing. The Moldavians prepared to 
raise the litter on their shoulders^ then looked to 
her: 

" Home, your Excellency ? " 

She started, and stood silent; then over thelight 
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and beauty of her face swept a shadow, as of bitter 
memory. 

" No — ^no ! " she answered them, in their own Mol- 
davian tongue. *' Go to the convent of Monástica ; 
it is nearer, and they will tend him better there. If 
any can save him, the Sisters will." 

" And we are to tell them ? " 

" Tell them where you found this stranger, lying 
as one dead, and powerless to say who are his 
assassins ; do not give my ñame, or speak of me ; 
that he is wounded, and alone, and in need, will be 
enough to gain him care and pity at Monástica. 
When you have left him in safety at the convent, 
come back here ; you shall bury the horse, it shall 
not be food for vultures. Now go — each moment is 
precious. I shall know with what fidelity you serve 
him, and shall reward you as you do it well." 

Yet, though she had bidden them go, she stood 
still, looking down on the litter where Erceldoune 
lay; she had saved this man's Ufe at peril of her 
own, yet they would probably never meet again; 
she had redeemed him from amidst the dead, yet he 
would have no memory of her, no knowledge that 
she had been with him in the hour of his extremity, 
and rescued him from his grave. Her eyes dwelt on 
him in a silent farewell, and a certain tendemess 



90 IDALIA. 

carne over all her face as she bowed her head, wliile 
her lips moved with the words of a Greek prayer 
and benediction over the life of which she knew 
nothing, yet which in some sense had been made 
her own by every law of gratitude for a great 
deliverance. 

Then she signad to the bearers to raise the litter 
and go onwards. They wound slowly with their 
burden up the narrow pass, and she sank down on 
the fallen trunk levelled by his assassins for their 
barricade, her rich dress sweeping the blood-stained 
mosses, her head resting on her hands that were 
twísted in the lustrous masses of her hair ; her ey^s, 
with their moumfal brilliance, their luminance 
fathomless as that of tropic skies by uight, gazing 
into the depths of the torrent foaming belowin its 
black bed; and at her side the Silesian hound, his 
mane erect, his head uplifted, his feet pawing the 
tnrf, asthough he scented theblood-trail, andpanted 
for command to hunt the evii*doers to their lair. 

A small antique chamber, with grey walls and 
snow-white draperies; an ebony crucifix with a 
marble Ghrist hanging aboye a¡a altar draped with 
velvet, and broidered with gold, and fragrant with 
lilies in silver cups; a painted Gothic window 
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through which were seen stretches of green pine- 
woods and golden haze beyond: and an intense 
stillness through which pealed, sofüy and subdued, 
the chant of the Agnus Dei, qm tollis peccata mundi; 
these were what Erceldoone opened his eyes upen, 
and saw, and heard, when he awoke from a long 
trance that had been death itself for aught he knew, 
and tiirough which he had only been conseious of 
buming tortore, of intolerable pain, of tnellow strains 
of music floating through his brain, and of one face 
of diidnest beauty bent aboye him whilst he lay 
bound in bonds of iron, in Bwathes of fíre. For he 
had been delirious for many days úi the Gonvent of 
Monástica. 

His Ufe had hung on a thread ; the ball waa in 
his breast, and the fever of his wounds, eombined 
with the weakness consequent on loss of blood, had 
kept him in sharpest peril through all the rest of that 
sultry autumn. But the buUet had missed his lungs, 
and the intense vitality and resistanoe in him 
brought him through all which would have slain at 
a blow a weaklier and less hardüy trained £t?ame. 
The skill in leechcraft of the Sisters of MoQastica 
was proverbial in the Principalities ; women who 
loved him could not have tended him more tenderly 
and unweariedly thandid'.those high-born redases 
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who had sooght the solitudes of the dense Mol- 
davian pine-forests, in a conyentual commanity 
diSerent to those of any other countiy. He was 
saved, and awoke one sunlit evening, conscious and 
calm, gazing dreamily and wonderingly at the dead 
Clirist on the altar^ and the narrow arched window, 
with its glimpse of plain and forest through the slit, 
while the Agnus Dei pealed on the stiUness of the 
chamber. He thought himself dreaming still. 

To his bedside carne a nun^ palé, genüe, with 
dove-like eyes, a woman no longer young. Ercel- 
doune looked at her dinüy ; the past was a blank, yet 
nnfamiliar as the chambei: was to him, and unreal 
his own personality, he vaguely desired and missed 
what he had seen throughout his deliríam — ^what he 
did not behold on awakening. And the ñrst words 
he spoke were : 

" Where is she ? " 

The Sister shook her head, looking on hitn with a 
compassionate welcoming smile. 

*^ I cannot understand, my son. I can speak a 
little French, but you must not talk yet, you are too 

weak/' 

AU European languages, most of the Eastem, 
had been as familiar to him as his own. He re- 
peated his question impatiently in the nun's tongue: 
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" Where is she ? '' 

" Who, my son ? " 

" Who ? A woman — or an ángel — ^who has been 
with me always." 

" None have been with yon, my son, save myself 
and those of my Order." 

He made a faint intolerant sign of dissent ; and 
his eyes wandered over the place where he lay, in 
weary search, missing in consciousness and in 
reality the face which had been ever before him in 
delirium. 

" Where am I, then ? " 

" In our convent at Monástica. You were found 
all bnt lifeless in the forest by two peasants, who 
brought you hither. You have been in sore peril, 
my son, bnt, by the blessing of the most holy 
Mother of God, we have wrought your cure. But 
keep silence, and rest now, you are very weak." 

"Weak?— 7?" 

He repeated the word in marvelling incredulity ; 
he who had stood face to face with the lion in the 
sultry African night, and measured his strength 
with the desert king's, and prevailed, — he who from 
his childish years upward, through a long, and 
daring, and adventurous life, had never known his 
forcé to fail, his power to desert him, — was unable to 
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realise that he could be laid low and powerless as 
any reed levelled by the wind! Instmctively he 
lifted his ñght arm to raise himself — that right arm 
which had never failed him yet in batüe, in storm, 
in the death-grapple, or in any blow dealt in love of 
jnstice, in hatred of dishonour — ^it fell nerveless and 
brolsen. Then he realised that his strength was 
gone ; and for the solé time in his life, Erceldoune 
could have tumed his face to the wall and wept like 
a woman. 

" I remember," he said, faintly. " I remember 
now. The cowards shot me down, and she saved 
me. Tell them I destroyed ' the papers ; ' but " 

The words died away unintelligible to the non, 
his head fell back, and his eyes closed ; he felt how 
ntter was his weakness. He lay exhaosted, his 
thoughts wandering over all that past of peril which 
had long been a blank to him^ and which now 
slowly and by degrees retumed to memoiy, striving 
to realise what manner of thing this could be, this 
cakmity of stricken strength which his Ufe had 
never before dreaded or conceived. Sweeping like 
fire through his blood, and ñlling his frame as with 
fresh life, there carne with consciousness recollec- 
tion of the murderous gang who had stretched him 
there» and fierce» natural thirst for vengeance on his 
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cowardly foes, for the hour of reckoning when he 
should rise and deal with that orayen woinanish 
brate, whose genüe xnellow laugh had bidden ihem 
^'kill the Border Eagle/' and whose shot had 
brought him to the earth. 

A fair and open antagonist Erceldonne would 
honour, and ibrgive frankly and generonsly from 
his heart ; but to the coward treachery that stmck 
him in the dark, he swore that death itself should 
not be more pitiless or more inexorable than his 
wrath. 

The shadows lengthened throogh the painted 
window, ihe music ceased from the oonvent chapel, 
the nun left him, and knelt before the altar lost in 
prayer ; it was intensely still, no sound was apon 
the air save that from the distance the bells of one 
of the Moldavian monasteries were chiming the 
vespers — ^it was a pause as strange in his strong, 
rapid, yaried, ríchly-coloured life of aotion and 
adyentnre as that which we feel when we enter the 
shaded silent aisles of some cathedral, and the 
doors cióse behind us, shutting out all the accus- 
tomed crowds, the busy whirl, and the swift press, 
and the hot sunlight of the city we haye left without. 
He had neyer known in all the years of his exist- 
ence that profound exhaustion, that death-like 
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prostration, in which all vitality seems suspended» 
and in which a lulled, dreamy, listless meditation is 
all of which we are left capable ; he knew thexn now 
as he lay gazing at the al|;ar, with its dead Christ 
and its white river-lilies, and the bowed form of 
the kneeling nun, while all sense of pain, of weak- 
ness» of thirst for the just vengeance he wotdd ríse 
and reach drifted from him, merged and lost in one 
memory. A memory luminons, angel-like, as are 
the imaginations which fiU the mind of painters 
with shapes divine and visions of beauty, but such 
as had never entered the life or the thoughts of 
this man till now, when, in the sonset stillness of 
the lonely oratory at Monástica he saw ever before 
him, with the depths of an nnspeákable compassion 
in her fathomless eyes, the face of the woman who 
had saved him. 

Where was she ? 

He questioned ceaselessly for many days each of 
the Order who came to his bedside and tended him 
with skilled care, and brought him fruits and sherbet, 
and prayed for him at the altar, where the lilies 
were placed fresh with every dawn, and the dead 
God looked down with serene and mourníul smile. 
He insisted that a woman had come to him in the 
defíle when he lay there dying, and had given him 
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-water, and had saved him. They Üiought his per- 
sistence the remembrance of some delirious hallaci- 
natíon, some dream which hannted him, and which 
he coúld not sever from reality. He saw the Mol- 
davian serfs, who came each day duxing his danger 
to the convent for news of him; and, whilst he 
rewarded them, interrogated them as to how and 
where they had discovered him. They answered 
ihat a dog had led them to where he lay, and that 
they had seen that he was all but lifeless, and had - 
made a litter of pine-bonghs and brought him to the 
gates of Monástica for succour. When he pressed 
them, and insisted that a woman had been the first 
to rescue him, the Moldavians shook their heads ; 
they had found him, and had brought him hither. 
They had barely more intelligence than that of a 
kindly good-hmnoored animal, and adhered doggedly 
to their statement; it was useless to question them; 
Erceldomie bade them be given half the gold pieces 
in his travelling-belt, and let them go. It was 
not his nature to pnrsue uselessly, ñor to give 
expression to a futile annoyance or an miayailing 
disappointment ; he was silent from that moment 
on the subject. 

The nuns, with their Mother Superior, thought 
he had become conyinced that his fancy was the 
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phantom of bis deüriom, Erceldoune remained 
certain that no unreality, no mere visión fever 
begotten, wonld haye been impressed as tbis was 
npon him ; be remembered wbat it would bave been 
wbolly unlike bim to bave imagined. And tbis 
fugitive memory of one wbo bad been bis savipur in 
bis extremity» yet wbo was lost to bim on bis 
awakening to consciousness, fiUed bis tbougbts un- 
ceasingly during tbe lull of bis life in tbe solitudes 
of Monástica. 

For many weeks be lay tbere in tbe antique quiet 
cbamber, witb tbe glimpse of bilí and torrent seen 
tbrougb its single casement, and tbe cadenee of tbe 
Ángelus or tbe Pro Peccatia alone breaking tbe 
stillness at matins, mass, or vespers ; tbe inaction, 
tbe imprisonment, tbe monotony, were as intolerable 
to bim as to a fettered lion, for tbougb solitude 
migbt be oftentimes bis preference, it was ever tbe 
solitude of freedom, of action, and of tbe grandeur 
of desert wilds. He recovered slowly but surely, 
tbe science of tbe sisters and bis own natural 
strengtb bringing bim tbrougb in tbe teetb of immi- 
nent peril ; but it was far into tbe autumn, and tbe 
pines were tbe only trees not bare in tbe Moldavian 
woods, wben be rose witb anytbing ofr bis oíd power 
in bis limbs, witb aUytbing of tbe oíd muscular 
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forcé in his right arm, and breaüied without pain, 
and was freo to go baok to the world of ihe living 
mthout danger. 

Meanwhile, Europe rang for a space with his 
aitempted assassination. A Queen's Messenger 
could not haye been left for murdered, and English 
State papers of Üie first and most secret importance 
been waylaid by so Bingalar and trained a conspiracy, 
mtbdut the outrage being of import, and rousing 
alike the wrath of his govenunent and the specula- 
tions of all other Powers. That those who had 
stopped him were no ordinary assassins and 
marauders the object of their plunder sbowed; 
common banditti would have menaced his money, 
not his despatches. It seemed evident that his 
enemies had been men of considerable resources 
and power, that they had been well acqnainted with 
his moyements, and that their object had been poli- 
ticaL Southern Europe was in the throes of reyolt, 
and much of central and eastem Europe seething 
in intrigue ; political gamesters would haye counted 
one man^s assassination a yery little oost for the 
gain of political information and adyantt^e in their 
unscrupulous rouge et noir. 

Amidst all, the crimináis remained untracked. 
Moldayia said she did all she oould to discoyer and 
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render them up to justice. Whether or not this 
were trae, they were undiscoyered ; the little State 
was heavily mulcted for the outrage, and the perpe- 
trators went scot free at larga, the night and their 
masks having shrouded them, the pine-forests tell- 
ing no taleSi and the solé clue to their subsequent 
identiñcation lying in Erceldoune's recognition by 
yoice of their ringleader, as the vivacious and 
graceful bewailer for the sacrifice of crystallised 
violets» whom he had met at the Paris café. 

The menace of England failed to track his 
tissassins and bring them to their reckoning ; but 
he swore that sooner or later his own yengeance 
should find them, and strike home to that tiger 
brute whose laugh he would know again though a 
score of years should haye roUed away before they 
stood face to face. 

*' You bear no malice to your sayage murderers, 
my son ? '' said the Abbess of Monástica to himí 
wistfully, one day, an aged woman, white-haired 
and yenerable, gentle as a child, and unworldly as 
tan infanti for she had taken the yeil in her four- 
teenth year, and had neyer left the conyent now that 
she had reached her seyentieth, saye on an occa- 
sional yisit, as permitted by Moldayian rules, to the 
innocent festiyities of Jassy. 
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'' Malice, madaxn ? No I I am not a 
woman I " 

The Abbess looked at him wistfuUy büU; the 
answer was affirmative, yet she was not wholly 
seoure that this was the meek and lowly meroy 
whioh she sought to win from him. 

''Then you forgive them, my son, and would 
remember, if you met them, the Lamb of God's 
injunotion, ' If thy enemy smite thee on one oheek, 
give him the other/ and would refrain from all 
yengeance— would you not ? " 

Erceldoune*B hand oame down on the massive oak 
table Btanding by him with a forcé that shook it to 
its centre. 

"By my honour, madam, I would remember it 
Bo, that the Ufe should not be left in one of them ! 
Forgive ? Ay 1 when I have turned daBtard like 
them." 

The Mother Superior gazed at him with per- 
plexed trouble in her eyes; the childlike innocent 
woman could not underBtand the Btrong unfettered 
nature of the man, with itB deep pasBionB and its 
fiery honour, which made the low serpent meanness 
of malice as impossible and incomprehensible to 
him as it made the ohastisement of cowardioe and 
the yengeance of treachery instinctive and impera- 
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tive, resístless as an impulse as it was sacred as a 
duty. 

But forgiveness is God-like, my son." 
May-be, xnadam ; but I am mortal." 

" But it is a human duty." 

" To an open, gallant foe, madam— yes ! I will 
rendar it him to-morrow, and honour him from my 
soul ihe better he fights me and the harder he 
strikes ; but the serpent that stings me in the dark 
I set my heel on, for the yermin he is, and serve 
God and man when I strangle him ! " 

The venerable Abbess sighed; she had minis- 
tered to him through his unconsciousness and 
through his suffering, she had seen him bear tor- 
ture with a silent endurance that seemed to her 
superhuman in its heroism, and she had wept over 
the stately stature, levelled like a cedar felled by 
the axe, and the superb strength brought down to 
worse than a child's weakness> tiU she hád felt for 
him something of a mother's tendemess, and found 
it hard to urge him to lo ve and to pardon his 
injurers. Moreover, Mother Verónica^ was no 
casuist. 

" It must be bitter, my son, I know,'^ she mur- 
mured, "and the evil spirit is strong in us, and 
íearfal to subdue ; but one who suffered a déadlier 
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wrong than thine forgave ihe traitor and the 
morderer, though Judas sold hím to ihe 
Cross." 

Erceldoune gave a movement of impatience, and 
the máseles of his arm straightened as though by 
sheer instinct of longing to ''deliver from the 
shoulder." 

" Pardon me, holy mother, I am no theologian' ! 
Bat I know this, that if there had been a touch of 
loyalty and fealty among the eleven left, that 
scoundrel of Iscariot would not have lived till the 
morrow to hang himself. If I had been in Oalilee, 
he would have had a lunge of steel through his 
lungs, and died a traitor's death ! " 

So startling a yiew of apostolic duty had never 
penetrated the sacred walls of the convent of Moná- 
stica ; the whole range of her instruction from the 
Church had never given her a rule by which to deal 
with such a novel article of creed» and she sat 
silent, gazing at him with a wistful bewilderment, 
wondering what the sainted Bemigius had replied 
when King Clovis gave him a similar answer in the 
oíd days of Gaul. 

Eroeldoime, who felt a sincere gratitude to the 
aged woman who had showed him a mother's ten- 
demess and care throughout a lengthened peril. 
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bent to her with genüe reverence» which sat well 
apon him. 

*' Pardon me, madam, I spoke something roughly^ 
and men should not talk of these matters to women. 
There is one broad ground on which we can meet 
and understand one anoiher, that of your goodness 
to a stranger, and his sincere recognition of it. Let 
that soffice ! " 

And Mother Verónica smUed wistfíilly on him^ 
and after seventy years of nnsullied devotion to 
the Supreme Chorcha found herself guilty of the 
horrible heresy of loving one whose soul was lost, 
and whose wild living will, and erring, wayward 
creeds, were the most fatal forms of tumult and 
revolt against which the Infallible Faith wamed 
her! 

An eagle írom his native Cheyiot-side fettered in 
a cage, would not have been less fitted for it than 
Erceldoune for his imprisonment at Monástica ; ss 
soon as he was strong enough to be raised in hi& 
couch, and was able to use his arm, he beguiled the 
time with a pastime which had often whiled away 
hours and days of enforced inaction, in quarantine^ 
on board ship, becalmed in the tropics, or cooped 
up in Marseilles during the mistral. He painted 
extremely well. He was too thorough a man of 
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action, too truly the English EfEendi of ihe Eastem 
natíons, ever to take art or indolence by choice ; 
but there had come znany times in bis Ufe wben to 
paint the rare scenery, or tbe picturesque groupings 
around him, bad been bis only available pursuit ; 
and be did tbis witb singular dasb and delicacy» 
vividness and trutb. Erceldoune would never bave 
been a creative artist ; be bad not tbe imaginative 
or poetic faculty wbicb idealises, it was wbolly alien 
to bis nature and bis babits ; but wbat be sato be 
rendered witb a forcé, a fidelity, and a brilliance of 
bue wbicb painters by tbe score bad envied bim. 
He passed tbe dreary weeks now at Monástica 
painting wbat be bad seen ; and tbe picture grew 
into sncb life and loveliness tbat tbe nuns marvelled 
wben tbey looked on it, as tbe Beligieusesof Bruges 
marvelled wben tbey saw tbe ** Marriage of St. 
Katberine " leffc in legacy to tbem by tbe soldier- 
artist Hans Hemling, wbose woonds tbey bad 
dressed, and cried out tbat it sbould be tbe Vir- 
ginal altar-piéce in a world-famed catbedral. Yet 
tbe picture was but a woman's face — a face witb 
tbougbtful lustrous eyes, and bair witb a golden 
reflex on it» and lips wbicb wore a smile tbat bad 
sometbing more profound tban sadness, and more 
imperial tban tendemess ; a face looking downward 
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from an aureole of light» half snnlit and half 
shadowed. 

" Now I kQow that I have seen it, or I could not 
haye painted it/* said Erceldonne to bimself» as he 
cast down his brnshes ; and to know that, was why 
he had done so. 

'' Keep the pictore, madam, as altar-piece, or what 
it please you, in token of my gratitude at the least 
for the kindness I cannot hope to retom/' he said 
to the Mother Superior ; ** and, if you ever see a 
woman whose likeness you recognise in it, she mH 
be the one to whom I first owed the rescue of my 
Ufe. Tell her Fulke Erceldoune waits to pay his 
debt." 

And Mother Verónica heard him with as much 
pain in his last words as she had had pleasure in 
his first, for she saw that the phantom of his 
delirium was still strong on him, and feared that 
his mind must wander, to be so haunted by this 
mere hallucination of the lady of his dreams. 

A few days later on, Erceldoune, able at last to 
endure the retum joumey through the mountains 
and across Hungary, atteuded a Te Deum to gratify 
the Abbess, in celebration and thanksgiving for his 
own restoration from death to life ; left his three 
months' pay to the almsgiting of the Order ; bowed 
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bis lofty head for the tearful benediction of Üxe 
Mother Superior; and quitted the innocent com- 
znimity of religious women, in whose convent he 
had found asylnm ; the Ángelus chiming him a soft 
and solemn farewell, as, in the late leafless autumn, 
while the black Danube was swelling with the first 
rains of winter, and the forests were strewn with 
the yellow leaves that covered the graye of his dead 
sorrel» he went out from the solitudes of Monástica 
back to the living world. 



CHAPTER V. 

"an ignis patuus gleam op love." 

" It was a superb thing — ^magnificent ! *' 

The most popular personage in the English 
Cabinet was standing on the hearth-rug of his own 
library of his wife's cháteau of Liramar, South Italy, 
where he had snatched a brief autumn holidaj, 
nothing altered and litÜe aged since some twenty 
years before when the beggared Border-lord, in the 
pride] and liberty of his youth and his ruin^ had won 
the great Minister^s liking for life, by — a defíance. 

Erceldoune laughed, a little impatiently. 

" Nothing of the kind ! Any other man in the 
service would have done the same; simplest duty 
possible." 

" Simple duties get done in this world, do they ? 
Humph ! I didn't know it. I suppose you expected, 
when you gaye the word to fire, that the brutes 
would kill you — eh ? *' 

" Of course ! I can't think now how they missed 
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it. I ought to have been ríddled with buUets, if 
they had aimed properiy." 

'' I believe he's half disgusted he wasn't wholly 
dead, now ! " said his lordship, plaintively. '' It 
was a superb thing, I tell you ; but don^t you do it 
again, Erceldoune. The trash we write, to buUy 
and blind one another, isn't worth the loss of a 
gallant man's Ufe. We know that! A terrible 
fellow went and said so too, in the Commons> last 
session; he was up, and nobody could stop him. 
He told US, point blank to our faces, that though we 
posed yery successfolly for the innocent public, we 
might as well drop the toga and show the sock and 
buskin before each other, as the attitudinising didn't 
take in the initiated, and must be a fearfiíl bore 
always for us! Glever fellow. Tremendous hard 
hitter; but he wants training. By-the-way, the 
Principalities paid us down a heavy fine as indem- 
nity for that outrage ; half the money comes to you» 
clearly." 

''I thank you, my dear lord^ I have no need 
of it." 

"Eh? What? I thought you were poor, 
Erceldoune ? '' 

" I am ; but I have never been in debt, and I want 
nothing. Besides, if you will pardon my saying so, 
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I don't admire that system of * indenmifioation/ " 
pursued Erceldonne, giving himself a shake Uke a 
staghound where he leaned against the marble 
manüepiece. "A single scoundrel, or a gang of 
scotindrels, commits an insult, as in this case, on 
England, or any other great power» tiirongh Íh¿ per- 
son of her representative, or perhaps merely fhrongh 
the person of one of her nation ; Üie state to which 
the rascáis belong is heavily mnlcted, by way of 
penalty. "Who sufiers? Not the guilty, bnt the 
nnhappy multitudes, peasants, traders, farmers, 
citizens, gentlemen — all innocent — ^who pay the 
taxes and the imposts! With an outrage from a 
great Power, if accidentally committed on a traveller 
by a horde of thieves, yon wonld take no notice 
whatever ; if one were obviously done as a political 
insult, yon wonld declare war. Bnt when the thing 
happens in a small state, she is pnnished by an 
enormous fine, which half ruins her, for a críme 
which she could no more prevent than yon can help 
in Downing-street the last wreckers' murder that 
took place in Comwall. Pardon me, but I fail to 
see the jnstice or the dignity of the system; and for 
myself, when my own conviction is that the assassins 
who stopped me were not Moldavians at all, what 
compensation wonld it be to me to haye the money 
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wrcing from a xnillion or two guilÜess people, whose 
country the cowards chose to select as their field ? 
If you wish to avenge me, track the dastards, and 
give them into my power." 

The statesman listened as they stood alona in the 
library, and looked at his guest, with humour light- 
ing np his blue eyes. 

"Erceldoune, if yon hadn*t that stiff-necked 
Scottish pride, which woiüd make you knock me 
down, in all probability, if I ofiered it, I would give 
yon three thousand a-year to Uve with me and 
speak yoTir mind," laoghed his lordship, meaning 
his words too. '^ You are a miracle in your genera- 
tion ; you're not a bit like this age, sir ; not a whit 
more than the Napiers ; you speak rarely, and never 
speak but the truth; you have to choose between 
your life and your trust, and, as a matter of course, 
give up your life ; you are moneyless, and refuse 
money the state would tender you, because you think 
it gained * neither by justice ñor dignity ;' you have 
dined at my house in town, you have stayed in my 
house in the country ; you know that I like you, 
and yet you are the only man of my acquaintance 
who has never asked me for anything ! On my life, 
sir, you don't do for this century." 

" Unfit for my century, my lord, because I valué 
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your firiendship, and honour yoar esteem too higUy 
to regard both only as ladders to 'place ? '" 

The minister stretched his hand out to him with 
one of those warm BÍlent gestures of acknowledg- 
menty very uncommon with him, but very eloquent. 
Too sweet and sunny a temper to be a " good hater," 
he was a cordial Mend ; how trae and steadfast a 
fiiend those only knew who knew him in prívate 
Hfe. 

" Well, the State at least owes you something," 
he said, after a pause. '* You must let us pay our 
debt. Messengerships never do lead to anything, 
but that is no reason why they should not in your 
person. There are many half civil half military 
appointments for which your life has fitted you, and 
which you yourself would fill better than any man I 
know ; the govemorship of some good island, for 
instance." 

Erceldoune was silent a moment, leaning against 
the marble. 

" I thank you sincerely, but I want nothing, and 
I have too much of the nomad in me to care to 
relinquish my wanderíng life in saddle. Give me 
no credit for asceticism, or renunciation ; it is 
nothing of the kind. I should have been bom a 
desert chief ; I have never, been happier than in the 
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Eabylea* * honses of hair/ living on couscoussou and 
camel-fleshy and waiüng for the lions through the 
night with the Zouaves and the Arabs. If you 
think, however, that I have really done enough to 
have eamed any preference from England, I will 
ask you to send me on service, as soon as I am 
myself agaln, to South and East Europe, with your 
authorisation to take leisure in retuming if I desire 
ity and full powers from the govemment to go to 
any expenses, or impress any assistance I require,. 
if I should be able to discover the persona, or the- 
trackoftheassassins." 

"Gertainly, you shall have both to the fullest. 
extent. You shall have the authorisation of the 
Crown to act precisely as you see fit; and spare no« 
cost, if you can get on the villains' trail, in bringing 
them to justice. I fear you will be baffled: we- 
don't know enough to identify them; they seconded 
US well in France, and everything was tried, but 
failed. It was in Faris you had seen the man whose 
voice you recognised, wasn't it ? Would you know 
him again ? " 

Erceldoune ground his heel into the tiger-skin of 
the hearth-rug as though his tiger-foe were under 
his feet : he longed to haye his hand on the throat 
of the silky murderous brute. 

YOL. I. • I 
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** I would swear to bis voice and his laugh any 
where a acore of years henee ; and I ahould know 
him^ again, too : he was as beautiful as a woman, 
ihongh I did not take his measure as I should have 
done had I guessed where we should meet." 

" The objecty of coorse, was purely politícal,.and 
Ihere are thousands of men — CarlistSi Ultramon- 
tanistSy Carbonarísts, Beactionists, Socialists, and 
all the rest of the Continentalists — ^who would have 
held that they only obeyed their chiefs, and acted 
like patriota in shootíng you down, for the sake of 
your papera. Well, you shall have your own way, 
Erceldoune, and all you ask — ^it is litüe enough ! 
Lady George I " broke off his lordship, vivaciously, 
as a party {rom the billiard-room entered the library, 
" here is Erceldoune so enamoured of the country 
he was. murdered in, that he is asking me to have 
him sent off there again ! These Messenger fellows 
are never quiet: he says he ought to be an Arab 
chief, and so he should be.*' 

'* He only wants the white haick to look like one/' 
smiled Lady George, a lovely blonde, dropping her 
azure eyes on him with an effective side glance — 
whoUy wasted. 

Erceldoune, to his own infinite annoyance, had 
found himself an object of hero-worship to aU the 
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brilliant beauties down at Liramar, where he had 
been bidden by the great Minister as soon as he 
was able to leave Monástica^ and where tfaat unworn 
octogenarian was himself taking a rare short rest in 
the November of the year. His lordship was im- 
perative in his summons to his favourite courier, to 
whom the southem air was likely to giye back the 
lost strength which was stíU only retuming slowly 
and wearily to máseles and limbs whose forcé had 
been " even as the lions of Libya." 

The story of his single-handed perü, his choice 
of death rather than disloyalty to his trust, in the 
silent ravine of the Moldavian pine-woods^ had sent 
a thrill of its own cbiyaby through the languid, 
nil admirariy egotistic, listless pulses of high-bred 
societyr Erceldoune was the hero of the hour if he 
chose ; and the Border Eagle might have folded his 
strong pinions under the soft caress of a thousand 
white hands* But he didoiot choose : he had never 
cared for women — ^they had never gained any hold 
on him. Steeped in yice in his eatliest yeaxs, sen- 
suality had little power over his manhood ; and the 
languid intrigues, the hollow homage, the ''love" 
of the drawing-rooms — ^pulseless» insipid^ artificial, 
ínvolons, paré a la mode — ^were still more contemp- 
tiblé, and absoluteiy impossible to him. Ñor' was 

I 9 



116 IDALIA. 

fashionable life to bis taste: its wheels withín 
wheeis ill soited the singleness of his own charac- 
ter ; the feyerish puerility of its envíes and ambi- 
tions woke no cbord of sympatby in bim ; and its 
bot-pressed atmospbere was too narrow, and too 
rarefied witb beat and perfume, for tbe lungs wbicb 
only breatbed freely on tbe moorland and tbe 
prairie, on tbe ocean and tbe mountain-side. A 
man once bound to tbe great world is a slave till 
tbe day of bis deatb, and Erceldoune could not bave 
lived in cbains. 

•' You are very like one of tbe eagles of your own 
Border, Sir Fulke/' said a Frencb Ducbesse at 
Liramar to bim. Sbe bad been a beauty, and now, 
at forty, was a power — ^tbe customary development 
of a Frencbwoman. 

" In love of liberty, madame, and solitude ? Well, 
yes." 

He tbougbt bow be and tbe golden eagle bad 
fallen, mucb alike, and tbe tbougbt crossed bim 
vaguely, sbould be ever live to wisb tbat tbe sbot, 
like tbe eagle's, bad told bome ? 

"Yes, and if I were twenty years younger, I 
would tame you ! " said tbe Ducbesse, witb a ma- 
licious smile. Ab ! bow you would suflfer, bow you 
would beat your strongwings agaínst tbe cbains. 
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how you would bate and worsliip, in one breath, 
your captor, and how you would pant out your great 
Ufe in torture tíll you sank down at last in slayery 
as intense as your resistance ! *' 

" I ! You do not know me much, Miladi." 

The Duchesse gaye him a perfumy touch with her 
fan as she swept away. 

" Bah ! M. Erceldoune, I know your tribe and I 
know their tamers. You will find a worse foe than 
a buUet, soon or late. Your assassins were merciful 
to what your love will be — when you love. See if I 
am wrong ! " 

And with a laugh of compassion and of mocking 
prescience the prophetess of dark ornen went to her 
whist-table, where she played as well as Frince 
Mettemich ; and Erceldoune passed on bis way to 
ihe smoking-room, a contemptuous disdain working 
in him ; — " love ! " he had never known it, he had 
never believed in it, the frank boldness of bis natmre 
had been proof against most of its seductions, and he 
only recognised in it a sophistical synonym for 
women's vanity and men's sensuaUty, or vice versa ; 
and> take it in the long run, he was undoubtedly right. 

His passions were great ; but they had never been 
fairly aroused ; and he had, or thought he had, them 
under an iron bridle, like some Enight of St. John, 
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¿alf priest, half soldier, stem warrior and ascetíc 
monk in one> his soul, like his body, mailed in steel, 
and wrestling with the vile tempters of the ñe&hy as 
with twining serpents that sought to wreathe round 
and stifle out his martial strength» and drag it down- 
wards into voluptuous fumes, and eneryaiing shame, 
and weaknessy that would disgrace his manhood and 
his pride, his order and his oath* 

Yet vague, dreamy, half soft, half stormy thoughts 
swept over him of some love that this world might 
hold, with all the delight of passion, whilst loftier, 
richer, holier, than mere passion alone, which wakes 
and desires, pursues, possesses, — and dies. He 
believed it a fable; he was incredulous of its 
dominión ; it was, he fancied, alien to his nature ; 
he neither needed ñor accredited it; yet the dim 
glory of some such light that " nevcr yet was upon 
sea or land," half touched his Ufe in fancy for a 
second. For, where he sat in the lonely smoking- 
room, with the smoke curling up from the meer- 
schaum bowl whiüh had tumed the buUet from his 
heart in Moldavia, and floating away tó the far 
recess^s of Eembrandtesque shade, — out firom the 
shadow there seemed to rise, with the lustre in the 
eyes and the unspoken tendemess upon the lips, 
the face of the one who had saved him. 
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The face of a temptress or an ángel ? 

Erceldottne did not ask, as he sat and dreamt of 
that memory called up from fhe depéhs of thought 
and shade ; then he rose with an impatient disdain 
of himself, and strode out into the wfaite, warm, 
Mediterranean night. 

Had he refused to surrender his life to any lÍTÍng 
woman, only to have it haunted by a mere phantom- 
shape, a hallucination wrought firom the fever- 
fancies of a past deliiium ? 

The great Mínister went home ; the gathering at 
Tiiramar remained with the hostess — Erceldonne 
with them ; the sea breezes were bringing him back/ 
their oíd forcé into his Umbs, and the mellow air 
was driying away the danger which for a time had 
threatened his longs from the deep chest^wound 
where the ball had lodged. In physics he did not 
believe — ^he never touched them ; air and sea- water 
were his solé physicians, and under them the fallen 
Titán rose again. 

*' I took too much killing ! " he Jaughed to one of 
the men as they dnfted down the waters lapping the 
sunny Sicilian shores, in the brief space which 
severs the day from the night. He had reported 
húnself ready fbr fresh service» and the Messenger 
who was to bring the Italian bag to Palermo would 
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deliver him despatches for the Principalities and 
Asiatíc Turkey. Erceldoune was impatient to be 
on the move, and feel himself in saddle once more ; 
while in inactiony too, he was no nearer on his quest 
— of those who had attacked his life, and of the one 
who had saved it. Fhantom, hallucination, delirious 
memory, be it what it would^ the remembrance 
which haunted him, and which he had no single 
proof was anything more tangible than a fever-bom 
fancy, was strong on him — ^the stronger the more he 
thrust it away. The woman who had rescued him, 
and who had since been lost to him in the darkness 
of mystery and the wide wildemess of the world, he 
could not recall, saye by such intangible nnsubstan- 
tiated recollection as had remained to him fi*om 
unconsciousness ; common reason told him that it 
could be but a foUy which haunted the brain ñrom 
the visions of his long peril, but reason failed to 
drive it out, or shake the first impression which had 
ever wakened or seized his imagination. The idea 
which pursued him, the face he had painted in the 
monastic solitude of the convent, had become to him 
a living reality ; he resisted it, he trampled it out ; 
not unfrequently he recoiled and shuddered from it, 
as from the phantasia of impending insanity : but it 
remained there. Her face rose before him from the 
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sea depths, when he planged down into tiie dark 
TÍolet waveSy and let them cióse aboye his head ; he 
saw it with every gorgeous sunset that floshed the 
skies with fire ; he remembered it with every hour 
he spent alone lying on Üxe sands» or steeríng 
through the waters, or waiting with his rifle for the 
sea-birds on the pine-crowned rocks. He could not 
banish it ; and he nsed no sophism or half-truths 
with himself ; he knew that, visión or reality, which- 
ever it was, it had dominión over him, and that the 
search he so thirsted to make for his assassins was 
not more closely woven with his thoughts Üxan the 
quest of what was but '^ nn ombre, un réve, un 
rien " — a phantom and a shadow. 

The boat dropped down the Mediterranean that 
night, while the sun was setting, drifting genÜy • 
through the blue stretch of the waves, while the 
striped sails were fiUed by a west wind that brought 
over the sea. a Üxousand odours from the far Levant, 
and the voices of the wpmen idly chaunted the 
"Ave Maria, Stella Virgine!" Erceldoune was 
stretched in the bottom of the boat, at the feet of a 
fair añstocrat, who leaned her hand over the lee- 
ward side playing with the water, and letting the 
drops fall, diamond bright as her rings, glancing at 
him now and then the while, and wondering, as she 
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had woadered Icmg at liramar, what manner of man 
this was» wbo conlesBed himself poor and a mere 
courier, yet bore himself Uke a noble ; who had tiie 
blood of an ancient cace, and the habits of a desert 
chief; who was indifferent and insensible to all 
women, yet had, for aU» a grave and genüe conrtesy, 
for the grape-girl among the vineyards yonder> as 
for her, the patrician and the queen of coqnettes» 
leaning here. He was unlike anything in hef woiid 
— *and Lady George would fain have roused in him 
the forbidden love which she, prond empress though 
she was, had leamed,.in her own despite, as her own 
chastisement. . 

But Erceldoune .lay looking eastward at a lateen- 
boat Gutting its swifb track through the waters ; so 
• UtÜe had -het beauty ever caught his eyes, that he 
never even hnew that he Md roused her interest. 
Yanity he had absolutely none ; and as for pride in 
snch uncared-ior, unsonght yictories, he would have 
as soon thought of being proud that a bright Si>ilian 
buiterfly had flown boneath his foot, and been 
crushedbyit. . 

^* How beautifaUy she cuts her way ! " he saíd to 
the man beside him. '* Look how she dips, and 
lifts herself again-rlight as a bird i She will be 
past US like lightning." 
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Lady George glancod $t her rival across the sea; 
how stifange it was, she thought» that any man 
should live who could Ipok at a lateen-boat rather 
iban at her ! 

''Aswithabound 
• lato the rosy and golden half 
Of the sky, 

I suppose/' i^e quoted UsÜessly. 

Their own vessel floated lazily and slowly; the 
lateeu-craft carne on añer them, as he had said, 
tomed into a pleasure-boat, and draped with cosüi- 
ness, and laden with a firagrant load of violets 
gathered for distilUng, piled high, and filling the 
air with odour. The skiff passed them swifÜy ; — 
half-^oreened bythe rich draperies, the tawny sails, 
and the pui^le mound of the violets, and tumed 
half írom them, and towards the westem skies, as 
the boat flashed past in the haze of light, he saw a 
woman. 

With a lond cry he sprang to bis feet, the vessel 
rockÍQg and lurching under the sudden Ímpetus ; — 
he had seen the face of bis dreams, the face of bis 
savioor. And the lateen-boat was cuttíng its swift 
way through the waves, away into the misty purple 
shadow out of reach» out of sight ! 

^' Neuralgia ? '' said pne of the men. *' Ab ! that 
is always the worst of sbot-wounds." 
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"You are ill? — ^you are in pain?" asked Lady 
George ; and her voice was hnnied and tremuloos. 

Erceldoune set his teeth hard, his eyes straining 
into the warm haze where the lateen-boat was wing- 
ing her rapid way, out of reach, while their own lay 
idly rocking on the waves. 

" Pardon me — ^no," he said» in answer to them, 
for the man's nature was too integrally true to seek 
shelter under even a tacit acceptance of an untruth. 
" I saw one whom I recognised as having last seen 
in Moldavia the day the brigands shot me down. I 
fear that I foolishly startled yon all ? " 

They thought it nothing strange that any link with 
the memory of his attempted assassination shonld 
have roused him ; and he leaned over the boat's side 
following the now distant track of the light lateen- 
skiff with his eyes, — silent in the wild reasonless 
joy, and the bitter baffled regret, which swept to- 
gether through his veins. The face that he had 
dreamed had bent over him in his anguish and ex- 
tremity, was then a truth, a living loveliness, a life 
to be found on earth— no fever-bom ideal of his own 
disordered brain ; he had seen again, and seen now 
in the cleamess of reason, the face of the woman 
who had been his ministering ángel. Yet, as she 
had been lost to him then, so she was lost to him 
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now ; and as the sun sunk down below the waves, 
and the sudden southem night fell shrouding the 
Sicilian boat in its shadows^ the phosphor light left 
in its track and the odour of its violet freight dying 
off from the sea and the air, he could haye believed 
he had but been dreaming afresh. 

Was he mad ? Erceldoune ahnost asked himself 
the question as he leaned over the yessers side 
looking down into the purple shadows of the water. 
High-bom, by the beauty of her face, and by the 
loxory with which that little skiff was decked, how 
should she haye been in the wild solitudes of the 
Moldayian forest ? Compassionate to his peril and 
extremity, would she haye cared nothing to know 
whether death or life had been at last his portion ? 
— and conld an act of such noble and pitying 
humanity haye needed the yeil of mystery and 
denial in which it had been shrouded by the serfs' 
repudiation of all knowledge that any saye them- 
selyes had found him ? 

Yet, the face of which he had dreamed» he had 
seen now in the eyening light of the Mediterranean 
— the mere phantom of a deliñum coiüd not haye 
become yiyid and liying thus. A heayy oath was 
stified in his teeth, as he stood with his eyes strained 
to pierce the cloudy offing. Why had he not been 
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alone, ihair— a few yards more sail ñ\mg out to the 
winds, and bis own hand upon the helm-^his boat 
could have gíven chase down the Inminous sea, and 
have swept away wiih hers, no matter at what cost 
oí 8and*reef or of shipwreck, into that golden mist, 
that twilight darkness ! 



CHAPTER VI. 

THB WISDOM 01 SIOTHEB VEBONICA« 

The pines were tipped with tiieir lightest green, 
ihe torrents were swoUen with ihe wiñter rains, the 
rafts wére rashing, ^lighining-like, dowu the rivers 
in the impetas that the spring lends to nature and 
to laboor, to the earth and the human swarm it 
bears ; primroses strewed every inch of ground uñder 
the boughs of the pine-woóds ; and the light of the 
yoimg year was on the solitary bilis añd ravines as 
Erceldoune rodé once more into Moldavia^ through 
the same de£le where bis assassins had waylaid 
him. 

He checked bis horse» and wondered if the 
horrors of that wild night had been all a dream, 
as he looked down : the tumbling water glistened in 
the snnlight, the grass had grown in ranker luxu- 
riance where the good bay was laid in her last 
restíng-place ; over the place where he had fallen, 
bright closters of spring-fiowers blossomed among 
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the moss; two records of ihe night's work alone 
remained: ihe black and broken pine-trunk that 
had been flung across the road, and had only been 
now lifted to one side, and a dark crimsoned stain, 
where the granite rock had been soaked and crasted 
with his life-blood, too deeply for even the snows of 
winter wholly to wash out the shade it left. The 
most thoughtiess man would have felt some shadow 
of eamestness steal on him in such a place, with 
8uch a memory ; Erceldoune, though used to meet 
death in every shape, and too habituated to danger 
to ever feel its terror, let thé bridle slacken on his 
stallion's neck, and gazed down on the wild ravine 
round him, with something of solemnity upon him 
— ^had the shot been one hair's breadth nearer his 
heart, he had now been rotting there with his dead 
horse ; had she who had come as his guardián ángel 
been one instant later, his eyes had now been blind 
to the light of the sun, and his life numbered with 
the vast nameless multitudes of the grave. 

It was a strange unreal knowledge to the man in 
whose veins life swept with such eager vivid forcé, 
and in whose every breath and every limb strength 
was so vital, that life and strength both seemed 
etemal. 

It was very still, here in the depths of the Danu- 
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bian defíle; and in the flood of sunset light 
he seemed to see the face of the woman he 
had lost. His heart went out to her with 
a fatile, passionate longisg ; the pine-boughs 
that bent over him had shadowed her, the water 
that foamed at his feet had been touched by her 
hand; here his head had rested on her bosom, 
here his ejes had looked upward through the mists 
of agony to hers. The very grasses whispered 
of her; the very rocks were witness of his debt 
to her ! 

In madness with himself, in passionate thought 
of her, he dashed the spurs into his horse*s flanks, 
and swept, full gallop, down the steep incline. Was 
thi8 Love ? 

For a woman seen but twice, for a mere memory, 
for a loveliness, fugitive, nameless, dreamlike, 
moumed and lost ! 

In the first spring-time of the year, Holy Mother 
Verónica sat in her pleasant little chamber, which 
was panelled with maple wood, and filled with early 
flowers, and delicate carvings, and the soft-hued 
heads of saints, and had as little of conventual 
gloom as though it had been a boudoir in a cháteau 
rather than an Abbess's " cell *' in Monástica ; for 
they are no ascetics, but enjoy Ufe intheir way, 

TOL. I. » 
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those innoeent» child-Iike, sünny-natured nuns of 
Moldavian Monástica. 

' Mother Yeroniea sat in deep iJiought, the son 
upon hér «ilveréd hair/ pñmroses and an antique 
vellnm "HorflB"- lying together iñ her lap — ^the 
iresh gifts of Nature with the wom manual of Super- 
Btition-venerable and happy in her eerene oíd age. 
The prímroses were untouched, the missal lay un- 
re&d» Mother Verónica was looking out at the blue 
móuntainline, and thinking of the stranger to whom 
she had felt ahnost that mother's tendemess which 
her Ufe had not ^own, tbongh in her eyes he was 
godless and a lost sonl, a grand Pagan whom it was 
hopelesB to «ave ; thinking wistfally, for she believed 
that on earth she would never see him again. 
Snddenly she heard in the convent aisle without, 
the iron ring of a tread more like that of the 
Enights Templar, who had once held Monástica, 
than like the subdued slow step of her order ; — ^she 
Btarted and listened; could it bé that the Virgin 
had heard her prayers, and allowed her to see the 
lieathen who was, perohance, so wrongly dear to 
her;? She liardly hoped it; yet she listened with 
longing anxiety^ It was very sinfol to so wish to 
behold the mere mortal Ufe of a heretic ! 

But that lie was saoh an infidel, Mother Verónica 
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wholly forgot when the door unclosed, and a sister 
ushered in Eroeldoune. 

" Ah, my son, the blessíng of Heaven rest on 
yon!" cried the Abbess, stretehing out her hands 
with fervent welcome. " I never thought to see you 
here again. It is good — very good — ^to have te- 
xnembered us, and come back írom your great ^Yorld 
to Monástica ! " 

^'Far from it, madam/' answered Erceldoune, 
bending lower to the simple venerable woman than 
he had ever bent to the patrícian coquettes of Lira- 
mar. " It would be sorely ungrateful if I could 
enter Moldavia without seeing those to whom I owe 
it that I am not now rotting in its pine-woods." 
" And you are recovered — entirely ? " 
'' Entirely. My strength is wholly returned." 
Her hands still holding his, Mother Verónica 
drew him nearer to the light, looking upward at him 
with as much pride and tendemess as though he 
had been her son by blood instead of by the mere 
title of the Chorch ; then a sndden remembrance 
lightened her aged £Etce and sunken eyes with all the 
innocent eagemess of a life which lives in solitade^ 
where eaeh chance trifle is a rare and wondrous 
evento 
'^Ah! my son-^I forgot— I have so much 
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to tell you. I have seen the woman of your 
picture ! " 

''Yoiihave! And she ?" 

" She saved your life, — ^yes ; but it is all so 
strange ! Listen — I wiil tell you " 

** Do, for God's sake ! And she ? " 

" Oh, my son, do not take a holy ñame in vain for 
a woman's peñshable beauty ! " said Mother Veró- 
nica, with plaintive reproof, while Erceldoune 
crushed his heel into the maple-wood floor in a 
sore effort to contain his soul in patience. *' It was 
about a month ago that at a Salutation to the 
Virgin, to which, as you know, strangers come 
sometimes from Piatra, even sometimes as far as 
from Bonan and Jassy, I lifted my eyes during the 
-service — I cannot tell how I came to do so wicked a 
thing — and I saw — ^ah / I thought I should have 
iainted! — in the shadow of another aisle, living 
>before me, the glorious beauty that you painted in 
. our altar-piece ! I never sinned so deeply in my life 
(before, but, though I never raised my eyes again, I 
thought of nothing but her all through the mass. If 
she tempted me so, how must she have tempted the 
souls of men ! She is more lovely even than your 
portrait " 

^* But her ñame— her country ? " broke in Ercel- 
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doune, impatíentíy. " Why have withheld from me 

thatshe " 

" My son, I will tell all I know if you do not 
basten me," pleaded Mother Verónica. "When 
the Salutation was over, Sister Eunice carne and 
told me that a lady sought to see me ; I bade her 
bring her here, and it was bere I saw ber— tbe 
woman of your picture, witb tbose deep marvellous 
eyes, and that hair which is like light. Ab ! how 
wicked it is that a mere earthly beauty of form can 
toucb US and win us as can never all the spiritual 
beauty of the saints. One sees at once that she is 
of noble rank, and young, bul she is a woman of the 
world — ^too mucb a woman of the world! She 
apologised to me witb a proud grace that the base 
bom never can have, my son (though we ought to 
believe that the Father has made all equal), and said 
she carne to ask about a stranger who bad been 
succoured by us in the autumn, and been cured of 
dangerous wounds ; bad he suffered mucb — ^had he 
been wholly restored ? Then I knew that what we 
bad deemed deliríum bad been the trutb, and that 
tbis was she who bad save^ you ; but I said notbing 
of that, only answered her fully of your ilhiess and 
of your cure, and then added to her, as it were care- 
lessly, that in your convalescence you bad painted 
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an altar-piece for Monástica — wonld she like to see 
it ? Sfae assented — she has a voice as low and rich 
as mnsic — and I led her to thé chapel, and pointed 
to the Yirgin's altar, where it hangs. She w^it 
forward — and I saw her start; she gave a stifled cry, 
and then stood silent. She coold not bnt see that 
it .was her own beauty. I let her stand awhile, for 
I thought she was agitated ; then I went forward, 
and said to her, ' He who painted that pictore, my 
daughter, when he left it with me, said, ** If you ever 
see a woman whose portrait yon recognise in it, she 
will be the woman to whom I first owed the resoné 
of míy Ufe. Tell her Fulke Erceldoune waits to pay 
his debt." My daughter, you are she/ Her lips 
quivered a little though she answered me coldly. 
* He said that ? How could he have known ? — how 
could he have remembered?' *How well he 
remembered, my daughter/ I answered her, ' his 
painting says. Your words confess that you first 
saved this stranger's life ; why conceal so noble an 
act of mercy ? ' She tumed her eyes on mine, half 
moumfully, half haughtily. ' I had due reason« It 
was little that í did for thjs English traveller. My 
hound led me to him, and I found him, as I aup- 
posed, dying — ^left for dead, doubtless, by some 
forest bri^ands. I did what I could to revive him — 
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it was searce anything to ñame — and stayed with 
bim while I sent my dog to bring assistance. That 
was all; it merited no gratitude, and I had na. 
thought that he would ever know it, since he was 
nnconscious all the time I watched him/ * But 
jou were in peril, my daughter ? If the briganda 

had returned ' Ah, my son, if you oould have 

seen the proud beauty of her face as she smiled on 
me ! ' Is life so beloved a thing, that we must be 
too great cowards to ohance its loss when anotiher is 
in extremity, and needs as ? ' The words were so 
(iourageous, and yet so moumfnl! She ia as 
beautilul as the moming^ but I fear she is not 
happy." 

Erceldoune paced the little chamber to and fro for 
a second, his arms folded, bis head bent, bis heari 
moved to a strange softness and pain that his Ufe 
had never known; then he paused abruptly before 
the Abbess. 

** Her ñame ! Tell me her ñame ! " 
Alas, my son ! I cannot/' 
Gannot? Great Heaven! you never let her go 
unknown ? " 

• ** Do not be angered, my son. It was not in my 
power to prevent it ; she chose it to remain secret»^ 
All I know is, that she let fall agoldperfamQ^box a& 
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she left my cell, and ihat as I lifted it, and sent 
Daughter Virginia with it after her, I saw engraven 
on the lid one word only — * Idalia.' " 

"IdaKa!" 

He repeated Üie word with passionate tremulous 
eagemess; it seemed to him the sweetest poem poets 
could ever dream, the fairest echo that ever the 
world heard, the treasnry of all that womanhood 
could give of beauty, grace, and love, that single 
Greek ñame of the woman he pursued; yet, — it 
could serve him in nothing. 

"Idalia!— Idaüa! ThatwiU do nothing to find 
her ? Oh, my Ood ! she is lost to me as she was 
lost in SicUy ! " 

The words were more full of bittemess than any 
she had ever heard wrung £rom him by his physical 
anguish, while he paced up and down the narrow 
chamber. 

" It is very strange ; but indeed it was no fault of 
mine/' pleaded the Abbess, a little piteously, for 
she saw that it was a heavy blow to him, and she 
dreaded alike to see the pain or the wrath of that 
unchastened Pagan nature before which the Mother 
Superior, used only to deal with and chasten or 
solace the untroubled souls of guileless women» 
whose heaviest sin was an omitted prayer, felt help- 
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less. *'And perfaaps it Í8 for the best ihat you 
shonld not know where to seek her, for hers is a 
wondrous sorcery, and it might be a fatal snare : if 
it is such a delight of the eyes to me» what might it 
be to you ? It is not well to see anything of a mere 
human earthly charm so glorious as that." 

Erceldoune stretcbed his hand out with an irre* 
pressible gesture. 

^* But surely you told her, at the least, how great 
I hdd the debt I owe to her ? — ^how deeply I felt 
her humanity, her heroism, her self-devotion to a 
stranger ? How *' 

" I told her, my son, that in all your deliríum you 
spoke but of her, and that on awaking to conscious- 
ness your fírst question was for her, even as the first 
effort of your strength was to paint her own loveli- 
ness upon the canvas ; and she heard me silently, 
and seemed profoundly moved that you should have 
thus remembered her," pursued innocent Mother 
Verónica, placidly, unwitting in her serenity that 
she was but '^ heapiug fuel to the buming," while 
where Erceldoune leaned in the shadow his face 
flushed hotly again. Spoken out in the calm words 
of the Superior, his passionate memory of an un- 
known woman looked more wild and more tender 
than he likéd that anything of his should look. '* I 
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spoke of yon as I felt " weni oq Mofher Verónica ;* 
" and she seemed to like to hear all, whích was but 
natural, sinee she saved yonr Ufe, and found yon eo 
cruelly injured in the forest; thongh she saidtbat 
yon owed her litüe, and that the dog had done more 
for yon than she had. - She looked long at the 
painting. ^ The Englísh stranger has honoüred me 
too múch/ she said at last ; ^ and so, holy mother,' 
have yon. Thé portrait-^-my portrait — shonld iiot 
be chosen for any altar-piece. Hang it, rather^ in 
the shadow, with that .Gnido's Magdalen.' And 
with those words, my son, shebade me farewell; 
and I felt, all sinfhl ihongh it was to feel- snth a 
thing for a mere mortal creatnfe, as though the light 
had snnk ont of Monástica wben she was góne. 
Áh ! jnst snch beanty mnst have been the beanty 
of the glorifíed Dorothea, when she brought the 
summer-roses and the golden frnit of Paradise at 
midnight to the stricken nnbeliever ! *' 

Erceldonne stood lotig silent, leaning against the 
embrasure, with his head bent; except nnder the 
immediate impnlse of passion, many words werenot 
natural to him. 

'^Is she married?" he said, suddenly, after a 
lengthened pause* 

^^I-cannot tell, my son.: She said nothing of 



THE WISDOM QF MOTHEB VEBONICA. 189 

herself. Her dress is rich> her manners noble. I 
know no more. She had mony rings upón hér left 
hand ; oné bf them might be he¿ marríage-ring. 
That she is not happy, I am certain.'- . 

Erceldoune crushed a bitter oath lo silence. Not 
even to know this of her ! 

" Can I see the picture in the chapel ? " 

" Surely, my son. Do vre not owe it to your art 
and your gift ? " 

His step woke the holló w echoes of : the arched 
aisles as it rang on the stone pavements» and he 
passed into the chapel, far famed through all the 
Danubian Principalities for its antiqaityy its riches, 
and its architecture, which closely resembled that of 
the Bohemian Chancery )at Yienna. It was cool 
and dark and stUl, the glass stained with deep and 
glowing hues, the lofty arches stretching on till 
they were lost in gloom ; and the face of his own 
painting, with its brilliant light^ looked down like 
that of an ángel írom out the depths of shade. 
Thns had he seen her, — ^and seen only to lose her 
once more, — ^in the violet shadows and the falling 
night of the Sicilian seas. 

Erceldoune stood there loqg, and in silence, as 
before him a Templar, leal to his monastic oath 
through half a Ufetime, núght have stood before the 
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same altar» seeing in ihe yirginal beauty of some 
sacred artist's painted thoaght onlyihe loveline&s 
of the woman before whom ihe asceticism of the 
soldier, priest, and anchorite had fiong down sword 
and shield and cross, and bowed and fallen. 

The Abbess Verónica looked at him with an 
eamest sadness, then went and laid her hand on his 
arm: 

" Do not ihink so much of her, my son ; it may 
be she is not worthy of it A beauty divine she 
has ; but it is not always in those of fairest form 
that the divine spirit resta. There is mystery with 
her ; and where there is mystery, my son, all is not 
well. I doubt me if she be what yon deem her. 
The belladonna is beautiful, but living in darkness, 
and loving the shade, it brings only poison and 
death. Take to your bosom that flower alone, wbich 
Uves in the cleamess of light, and folds no leaves 
unopened from your eyes." 

He gave a movement of impatience, but he an- 
swered nothing : it was not in him to take shelter 
beneath denial, when to give the lie would have 
been to lie, and he turned and walked up and down 
the aisle, where, a few months before, the living 
presence of the woman he sought had been, his 
tread re-echoing through the silent chapel, in which 
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the step of man had never been heard since Üie days 
of the Temple Enights. And as he went, pacing 
Blowly to and fro in the religious solitudes, he saw 
nothing but the face aboye the Yirgin's altar — ^the 
face of the woman on whose heart he had rested» 
from whose hand he had drunk the living waters of 
life, and yet who was lost to him — a stranger and 
mitracked — ^in the wide wildemess of the world. 

He stayed that night at Monástica. 

The nuns were innocent as children, and though 
reluctant to receive a male guest, entertained him 
cheérfolly» once admitted. He was reluctant to leave 
the place where at least one could speak to him of 
the woman whose memory was so dear> where at least 
her presence once had been, and still seemed to him 
to sanctify the yery stones that she had trodden. 
Mother Verónica made him welcome with almost a 
mother s devotednes : this strong, fiery, lawless 
heathen, as she held him, had grown very dear to 
her, and having eased her conscience by waming him, 
she could no longer resist the temptation, so strong 
in a monotonous and one-idea'd Ufe, of dwelling on 
the romance and mystery of the single episode 
which had broken the even tenor of her days. He 
listened over and over again to the same words, 
never wearying of them, for he was in love with his 
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pwn ideal as utterly as any lad oí tweBty. In the 
pause between her religious servioed, in the hush of 
ihe spring-tide, while she walked with him in the 
still convent gardens, and tíi the supper she shared 
with him in her pretty litÜe cell, with its maple 
wood, its sunny pictures, and its fresh primroseSy 
that had nothing of the redase, as the meal had 
nothing of the ascetic in its frothing chocolatej 
golden honey, milk-white cakes, dainty river fish, and 
newly laid eggs» the Abbess spoke incessantly and 
garrolously of but one theme. She did penanee for the 
indulgence every ten minutesi it is trae, by a gentle 
little pleading sermón against the desire of the eye, 
ihe perishableness of earthly beauty, and the danger 
of erringidolatry; but the penanee done, she per- 
petually nullified it by dwelling, in all her innocent 
unwisdom, on every grace, on every word, on every 
charm of the woman against whom, nevertheless, 
she tenderly wamed him. Every syllable she 
attered heightened a hundred-fold the sorceiy which 
his lost saviour's memory had for him, and all her 
simple warnings drifted paat his thoughts unheard. 
A child's hand will sooner stop the seas, when they 
ríse in their wrath, than counsels of caution or of 
prudence arrest the growth of a great passion. 
"Idalia!" 
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Tbat sofitaiy word seemed all he conld see or 
hear as he sai in the twilight, while the mist slowly 
stole OYer the btight piimroses, the sculptnred 
ÍYOty Passion, and the sUyer LH.S. that ^istened 
on the drapeiies of the Mother Sapeiior's peacefbl 
altar, as it had once done on the labarwm of the 
Constantines* 

"Idalia!" 

It seemed to fill the night, that single ñame of the 
ahadow he pnisned, as Erceldonne stood on the 
balcony that ran round the convent, alone, while all 
aroond him slept, while the great foresta stretched 
awiqr on evety side into the darkness, burfing in 
them the little Swiss-like chalets, in each of which 
there dwelt, according io Moldavian eostom, one 
nim alone ; safe in that lonely wildemes, thongh 
with no goardian but her own sanctity. j 

The stars were bright, the mormnrs of innumer- 
able torrents fiUed the silence» the heavy odonrs 
of a milhon pines rose np from below, and oyer 
the far Dannbian plains the woods trembled as 
though stiired bj the shadowy hosts of Persian 
myriads and of Scythian chiefs, of Homan legions 
and of Ayar bordes, whose bones had whitened in 
their etemal sands, and whose graves were locked 
in their fonereal depths. It was profoondly still. 
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whíle from the conyent tower the midnight strokes 
fell slowly, beating out the flight of Time, ihat in 
its merciless etemal moyement had left of the Great 
EÍDg bat the writing on the wall, bat the mate story 
of Assyrían stones ; and that had swept down^ like 
insects of a smmner day, the mailed and mighty 
cohorte who once had passed the windings of the 
Ister, with the shouts of " Ave Gsesar Imperator ! " 
proudly heralding the passage of the Last Constan- 
tine. Where were they — ^the innumerable Peoples 
of the Past ? 

Where were they? — bright Greek and delicate 
Persian» rayening Hun and haughty Latin, swift 
Scythian and black-browed Tartar, bmte Mogol and 
patrician Boman, whose bones lay buñed there, 
unmarked, unparted, in the community of the 
grave? 

The Danube rolled along its majestic waters, 
while centuries and cycles passed ; sweeping onward 
under the same smi that once flashed on the 
diadem of Darius; flowing in solemn jnelody 
through the night under the same stars which the 
wistful eyes of Julián once studied in the still lonely 
watches of his tent. The river was living still, 
dark and changeless, rushing ever onward to the 
sea ; but they, the fleeting and innumerable phan- 
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toms, the Generations of the Dead, were gone for 
evermore. 

As he stood there in the midnight solitnde, it 
seemed to him as if, in the midst of his yirile and 
adventurous Ufe, he suddenly paused for the first 
time, and thonght itself paused with him ; it was 
because he was, for the ñrst time, a dreamer — for 
the ñrst time a lover. 

Something of melancholy, of foreboding, were on 
him ; the world for once seemed weary to him ; he' 
wondered why men lived only to suffer and to die.. 
In all his years before he had neyer felt this ; they 
had been fiUed with rapid action and vigorous^ 
strength, finding their joys in the cióse conflict of 
peril, in the mere sense of abundant and powerful 
Ufe, in the yictories of an athlete wrestUng breast to 
breast with the Uon or bear, and in the swiñ 
sweep of a wild gaUop through jungles of the 
tropics, or cold crisp dawns of northem moorlands» 
Now he knew that his Ufe was no longer under his 
own govemance ; now he knew that the vague fantasy 
of a baseless dream was dearer to him than anything 
which the earth held. It had its sweetness and 
its bittemess both : she Uved ; she had remembered 
him; she was not happy; this was aU he knew^ 
but it was enough to fiU the night with her 

YOL. I. L 
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memory, and from those brief words to build á 
world. 

EUs imagination had never awakened before, but 
now his fancies thronged with dreams, wild as a 
youth's, vague as a poet's, and dazzling as 

Fireflies tangled in a silver braid. 

Thus, before him, in tbe Danubiana solitudes, once 
the battle-field of nations, the Persian of the Im- 
mortal Guard had tbought of some gazelle-eyed 
Lydian, seen once, never to be forgot, in the Temple 
of the Sun ; the wild Bulgarian had felt his savage 
eyes grow dim with tears of blood when the Byzan- 
tine arrow piercéd his breast, and he remembered 
some Greek captive, loved as tigers love, who never 
again would lie within his arms, and to whose feet 
he would never bríng again the pillage of the palace 
and the trophies of the hunt ; the Boman Legionary 
leaning on his spear, on guard, while the cohorts 
slept in their black frozen camp, had dreamed of a 
gold-haired barbarian far away in the utmost limits 
of the westem isles, whom he had loved under the 
green shadows of íresh Britannic woods, as he 
had never loved the haughty Boman matron who 
bore his ñame where tawny Tiber rolled. Thus, 
before him, men had mused, in those forsaken soli- 
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tudes, of the light of a woman's smile, of the soft- 
ness of a woman's memory, where, standing in the 
silence of the night, he heard the fall of the torrents 
thunder through the stiUness, and watched the 
black pinas tower upward into the starlighted gloom. 
Nations had perished on those shadowy battle- 
plains; but the same river rolled unchanged, and 
unchanged the same dreams of passion dreamed 
themselves away. 



1.2 



CHAPTER VII. 

THE BABGE OP THE SILVER IVT. 

It was midnight and xnid-winter in París, snow 
lying ihick on the ground ; dead lying thick in the 
Morgue ; outcasts gnawing the bones dogs had left, 
and shivering on church-steps built by pious crowds, 
who glorífied God and starved theír brethren ; arís- 
tocrates skimming over the ice, flashing their dia- 
monds in the torchlight, warm in their swansdown 
and ermine ; wretches who dared be both poor and 
honest, sleeping, fámine-stricken, under brídge- 
arches, as such a twin-insult to a wise worid de- 
served; philosophers, male and female, who were 
vile, and got gold, and joliment jouaient leurs 
mondes, drinking Cote and Bhine wines, and laugh- 
ing at life from velvet conches. It was a bitter icy 
night, ai;id the contrasts of a great city were at their 
widest and sharpest, as the chiffonnier searched in 
the snow for offal as treasure, and the Princess lost 
in the snow, as a mere bagatelle» wealth in an 
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^merald that would have bought bread for a million; 
as a young child, half naked, sobbed, homeless, 
under the pitiless cold, and a State Messenger, 
"wrapped in furs, was rolled in bis travelling carriage 
through the bright gaslit streets. The Eoyal Courier 
was lying, stretched nearly at length on his carriage- 
bed, while he dasbed through the capital full speed, 
not losing a moment to get through to Persia. 

There was plenty of time to sleep while the train 
tore through the nigbt to Marseilles, and he raised 
himself on his arm and looked out at the oíd 
familiar, welcome streets of Paris; a znistress for 
€very new-comer, a friend to every well-wom re- 
tuming traveller, a syren ever fresh, ever dear, ever 
unrivalled. As he did so, the carriage was passing 
down the Bue Lépelletier and before the Opera, 
where the doors had just opened for one of those 
balls to which all Paris proper (or improper) flocks. 
The throng was great; the wheel of his carriage 
nearly locked in another, whose gas-lamps, flashing 
off the snow, lighted up the face of a woman within, 
with the azure of sapphires glancing above her brow. 
The Queen's Messenger started up £rom his car- 
riage-couch and threw himself forward ; his postboy 
saved the colusión, his horses dashed on without a 
pause. 
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He flung hixnself bads among bis furs, with a 
rfieroe bittemess in bis sool : 

" Good God, agaiii I-^and there / " 

Tbe carríage wbirled on, leaving the xnasked 
tbroDgs lo flock to tbe wild Bigolbocbe of tiie 
Opóra. 

Tbat nigbt under tbe glitter of a ebandelier in 
tbe Hotel Mirabeau, before a fire wbicb sbed itg 
T^armtb over tbe green yelret and wabiut wood, tbe 
prmolu and silver, tbe mirrorB and consoles of tbe 
cbamber^ two men sat smoking over claret and 
olives, baving dined alone, by a miracle, in tbe 
midst of tbe' laugbing, dazzling, contagious gaieties 
of peopled París. In tbese days confederates meet 
pver Uqueurs and cigarettes, instead ofin subter^ 
ranean eavern»; and conspirators plan tbeir ebeek^ 
mates in a coffee-room, an opera-box, or a dríve to 
«n imperial stag-bunt, instead of by midnigbt, under 
masks, and witb rapiers drawn. 

One of tbe men was Victor Vane, tbe otber tbat 
dasbing Free Lance, tbat Monodist of tbe Sugared 
Yíolet, tbat political brígand of tbe Carpatbian Pass^ 
to wbom tbe telegrsun bad been addressed as to tbe 
Count Conrad Constantine Pbaulcon: a man in 
pbysical beauty, pbysical prowess, talent, wit, and 
bearingy far tbe superior of tbe Englisbman, yet 
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whom the latter dominated and held in oheck, aimply 
by that fine and priceless quality, which is colour- 
less because inscrutable, and irresistible because pré- 
yoyant— Acamen. It crowns genius, and dethrones 
kings. 

Socially, tbere was the same anomaly between 
them. Vane, oí whose antecedents none knew very 
much (except that his mother had been a Yenetian, 
weddedy but not of very fair fame, and his father 
a decayed English genüeman, chiefiy resident in 
NapleSy both of whom had been dead long ago), 
mth no title, with no connections, with a some- 
what notorious association with the ultra parties of 
Southern £urope> and with no particular quaUty of 
social distinction beyond his perfect breeding, his 
scientific whist» and his inimitable tact, was, never- 
theless, seen at all courts save those of Yienna and 
the Yatican, and had made himself not only re- 
ceived, but welcomed in many of the best families 
and highest sets in all. countries. Fhauloon, on the 
other hand, in whose veins ran blood of purest 
Hellenic breed, who could trace his chain of descent 
unbroken» who had a maryellous beauty» a marvel- 
lous grace, and a maryellous tact, with many other 
gifts of fortune and nature, was contraband of courts, 
had long since been exiled froxa *^ good sodety ; " 
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and was considered, ríghüy or wrongly, to belong 
to tlie Bohemian class of Free Lances, the Cheva- 
liers d'Industrie of politicSy the wild lawless Beiters 
of plot and coonterplot, of liberalism and intrigae, 
who are the abomination of the English mind (which 
commonly understands not one whit about them), 
and are the arch disturbers of continental empires» 
where the people recognise at the bottom of all 
their schemes and crimes the germ and memory of 
one great, precious, living truth and treasure — 
Liberty. At the core, both these men were as 
deeply dyed, and as utterly nnscrapulous, the one 
as the other, the only difference being that the one 
was the 'more wilily dangeroas, the other the more 
visibly lawless ; both deserved equally to be out of 
the presence-chamber of pñnces and the palé of 
aristocratic cliques, yet Vane was accepted as a man 
of fashion by the most fastidious, Phaulcon was 
excluded by the least fastidious, as among the 
" equivocal." What made the difference ? 

Yictor would have told again, with his charming 
low laagh, that when quiet on his lips was always in 
his sunny eyes, which dazzledwomen and never met 
men fairly — " Acumen ! " 

'< I cannot imagine how you could miss him ! " he 
was saying now, breaking a macaroon, with a slight 
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superb disdain in bis tone, as of a man who never 
missed anytiiing. 

**How should I know?" cried Phaulcon, with 
petolant impatience. '' We ñred half a dozen balls 
at him, the man fell dead, never stirred, never 
breathed; who on the face of the earth could 
imagine he was going to get up again ? " 

'^ Carissimo," said Vane, with soft persuasión. 
" Why toill you persistin that most deleterious habit 
of trusting to chance, and satisfyiñg yourself with 
' appearances ' and with 'beliefs?' Nothing more 
fatal. Álways make sure. Just a farewell plunge 
of an inch of steel into the aorta» and you are always 
certain." 

The picture-like beauty of Phaulcon's face red- 
dened with a momentary flush, and he tossed back 
his long hair. 
'' Parbleu ! one is not an assassin ? " 
" Since when have you discovered that ? " 
The flush grew darker on Count Conrados fore- 
head; he moved restlessly under the irony, and 
dránk down a draught of red fiery Boussillon with* 
out tasting it more than if it had been water. Then 
he laughed; the same careless musical laughter 
with which he had made the réquiem over] a 
violet — a laugh which belonged at once to the 
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most careless a&d the most evil side of his 
character. 

** Since sophism carne in, which was with Mon- 
sieur Caín, wLen he asked, ^ Am [I my broiher's 
keeper?' It was ingenious that reply; creditable 
to a begiimer, without social advantages. 'An 
assassin ! ' Take ihe word boldly by the beard, and 
look at it. What is there objectionable ? " 
** NoÜdng-'^xcept to the assassmated." 
'^It'has had an apotheosis ever since the world 
began/' pursued Bhaulcon, unheeding, in his bright 
vivacity. " Who are celebrated in scripture ? 
Judith, Samuel, David, Moses^ Joab. Who is a 
patriot ? Brutos. Who is an immortal ? Harmo- 
dius and Aristogiton. Who is a philosopher ? 
Cicero^ while he murmurs ^ Vixerunt ! * after slaying 
Lentulus. Who is a hero ? Marius, who nails the 
senators' heads. to the rostr». Who is a martyr ? 
Charles who murders Strafford. What is religión ? 
Ghñstianity, that has bumt and slain millions. Who 
is a priest ? Calvin, who destroys Servetus ; or 
Pele, who kills Latimer, which you like, Who is a 
saint ? George of Cappadocia, who slaughters right 
and left. Who is a ruler ? Sulla, who slays Ofelia. 
Who is a queen ? Christina, who stabs Monaldes-r 
chi; Catherine, who strangles Peter; Isabella, who 
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Blays Moors and Jews by the thousand. Murd^rers 
all ! Assassination has always been deified ; and 
before it íb objected to, the world must change its 
creeds; its celebrities, and its chronicles. ' Mon- 
sieur, you are an assassin/ says an impolite Trorld. 
'Messieurs/ says the polite logician, 'I found my 
warrant in yoar íBible, and- my precedent ia yonr 
Brutas. What you deify in Aristogiton and Jael, 
you mustn't damn ia Ankarstrom and me.' Yoilá ! 
What could the world say ? " 

** That you would outwit Belial idth words, and 
beguile Beelzebub out of his kingdom mth sophistry/' 
laughed Vane, with a quiet lazy enjoyment. " Caro, 
caro ! with such ' exquisite subüeties in speech, how 
is it that you are so uncertain in acts, so rash even 
occasionally, and so— just now and then — so 
,weak ? " 

Fhaulcon laughed too. 

" Beeause, intellectually, I am quite a devil, but 
^miorally, perhaps, keep a pin's point of humanity 
«till. I. am ashamed of it, but what would you 
have ? Achules could be shot in the heeL" 

And there was the very slightest shadow of bitter- 
aess in the words, which showed that there was a 
-" pin's point," too, of truth in them. Vane loaked 
at him with his quiet amusement undisturbed* < 
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"And your delicate susceptibilities will let yoa 
shoot a man but not stab him ? What an arüst's 
ejes for imperceptible shades of colour ! " 

And it was with that genüe mocking banter that 
he had killed — perseveringly and remorselessly 
killed — ^any lingering loaches of nobler things, any 
stray instincts towards holier impulses, that he had 
found in that unscrupulous, brilliant, lawless Free 
Lance, who laughed now with an evil glitter in his 
eyes, and a sense of ridicule and shame for the single 
impulse that had moved him with something true 
and human. 

*^ Madre di Christo ! shot or steel, I would have 
given him either willingly enough when he outwitted 
US. Curse him! if ever we come across each other, 
it shall go worse with him for that trick." 

"Oh no," interposed Victor, languidly. "No, 
certainly not ; let him alone. Never kill save when 
there is necessity; besides, any row between him 
and you might draw attentien to that little affair, 
and though we must make the sacrifíce of those un- 
pleasant trifles to la liante polüiqíie, it does not do 
for them to get wind. They do not dream we were 
in it. They have plenty of toy-terriers, and yapping 
puppies, and trufíle-dogs with a good nose for a per- 
quisite at the English Foreign Office, but they have 
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no bloodhounds in the bureau — ^they can't track. Á 
propos of tracking — I tell you who I wish were 
more completely pledged to us " 

*' Lilmarc, of course. So do I, but he is caution 
itself ; and I believe, on my faith, that a white wand 
at Yienna would buy up what little Magyar spirit 
there is in him. He is a fox, with the heart of an 
ape ! " 

Lihnarc was the Graf yon Lihnarc, an Hungarian 
noble of splendid possessions, and of wavering alle- 
giance — ^now to Austria, and now to his Fatherland. 
Vane trifled gravely with his olives. 

" But Lilmarc has one weakness — women. Can- 
not the Countess Yassalis seduce him ? " 

Fhaulcon gaye a despairing shrug of his shoulders. 

** There is no reliance on women ! I don't know 
what has come to Idalia of late ; she is not herself, 
and is oftener dead against us now than anything 
else. I haye asked her to make play with Lilmarc ; 
she might haye him in her hands like wax in no time, 
but she will not ; she is wayward, cold, haughty '* 

^'Perhaps she has taken a lover you know no- 
thing about/' said Yictor, with a smile in his eyes. 
He liked his friend and confedérate as well perhaps 
as any one in the world, but he liked better still 
tormenting him* 
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The blood flushed Fhaulcon's foréhéacL 

" If I thought that " Then he laughed the 

melodious laugh which was in harmony wiüithe 
reckless poetíc grace of the man's beauty. " Oh, 
no ! She only sees through us, and has found out 
that ónr sublime statue of Liberty has very clay 
feet. Moitié marbre et moitié boue, as Yoltaire said 
of the Encyclopédie." 

" Why do you let her see the clay feet, then ? " 

" Why ? Idalia is not a woman that you cau 
blind. You have not seen her." 

" Unhappily, no 1 I have heard men rave of her, 
as they never raved of anything, I think ; and I 
know how madly they have lost tbeir heada for 
her — to our advantage* Miladi's loveliness has done 
more for the cause than half our intñgues. She is 
now at Naples ? " . 

" She was ; to-night she is in Paris." . 

"InParis?" 

" Yes ; I thought you knew it ? .In half. etí hour 
I am going back to take her to the Opera. hall, 
Lilmarc is sure to be there, and she must b^guile 
him out of bis reticence and caütion if she can; 
there is not a better place for enticilxg Tánnh&user 
into the Yenusberg than en.dcmino in an opera box, 
while all the world is going mad bdow.** . . 
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. **D' avance^ I am jeaious both of Lihnarc and of 
you ! " cried Vane, with that easy worldly serenity 
to which sucli a normal and barbarie passion as 
jealoüsy seems wholly antagonistic and impossible. 
"At last I shall see her, then — ^your beautífid 
Vassalis ! Shall I come with you ? " 

" No ; better come up to the box when Lilmarc is 
bot there. If he saw yotí with her he might take 
fright and cry off ; if you ha ve an ivy spray at your 
button-hole she wiU understand and admit you, 
whether I be there or not. Heret" With the 
wordd he opened a smaU, long bonbon-box he took 
fcom his coat, and to^ed Vane one of the little 
ÍBpíays of BÜver ivy that it held*-the badge which 
all those who would be recognised by Idalia, 
CountésB Yassalid, mu^t wear on their dominóes 
that night. 

''Thanks/' said Yictor, ad he slipped it in 
his waistcoat-pockét. ^'I shall be there by one 
o*clock at latest. Idalia — ^this wonderful Idalia! 
— ^how often I have missed her, how often I have 
longed to see her; the fairest conspirator in 
Europe ! " 

The Bal de l'Opéra was brilliant, crowded, dizzy^ 
mad with the very insoúciant and reckless gaiety of 
the Frince who inventad it, as though the spirit of 
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Philippe d'Orléans still presided over the reyelries. 
Dominóes here, dominóes there; gold spangles, 
silver spangles, rose and white, blue and amber, 
violet and grey, scarlet and black, mock jewels 
flashing like suns and glancing like stars, ^^débar- 
deurs'* and *^ granas bebés," Pierrots and Scara- 
mouches, white shoulders and black masks, fluttering 
rosettes and dainty signal-roses, were all pell-mell 
in glittering tumnlt and contagious riot ; and Vane 
in a domino of imperial blue, with the silver ivy spray 
fastened on bis sboulder, made bis way througb 
ihe crowd, not dancing, not beeding mucb tbe 
invitations, mockeries, and wbispers of a score of 
cbarming masks, but looking incessanüy upward ai 
ibe boxes. 

He did not see wbat be looked for ; but be did 
see every now and tben, till tbey bad nnmbered 
more tban a dozen, on an Ottoman, on a Knigbt of 
Malta, on a Pbaraob, on a Poissarde, on a black 
domino, on a scarlet, on a purple, on a violet, tbe 
litile spray of ivy like bis own, tbat bad come out 
of Pbaulcon's bonbon-box. 

'* Cbe, cbe, cb-e-e ! " murmured Victor, witb tbe 
soutbem expletive. ''Miladi Idalia will bave a 
large gatbering. Is sbe as beautiful as tbey say ? — 
one would tbink so, to judge by ber power." 
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He got as much out of the press as he could, and 
moved on in silence, heeding nothing of the canean 
d'enfer and chaine du diahle dancing round him. 
He was not a man who cared for noisy dissipations ; 
they had no sort of attractíon for him; indeed^ 
dissipation at all had not much, unless it were 
associated with the intricacies of intrigue. He 
cared for nothing that was not rasé; his own life 
was emphatically so ; he had begun it with serious 
disadyantages : first of birth, which, though gentle 
on one side, was not distinguished ; of fortunes 
which were very impoverished ; of a world in 
which he had no place, and which had no want 
of him; of a temperament that was intensely 
ambitious, intensely dissatisfíed, and intensely 
speculative. Despite all these drawbacks» by dint 
of tact and finesse, he had now, when he was 
but thirty, moved for many years in some of the 
best society of Europe; he lived expensively, 
though he was very poor; and he was deferred 
to, though no one could have said why they 
gave him such a preference. He had the spirit 
of the gambler, with the talent of the states- 
man, and he found the world one great gamiüg- 
table. He could not be a statesman in his own 
country ; England will not accept as statesmen what 

TOL. I. X 
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Bhe ílB pleased to term '' adventurers/* whereby she 
loses all men of genius, and gets only trained mea 
of business : henee he had thrown himself» partiy in 
pique, more in ambition, into the interests of a cer-*. 
tain ultra political party abroad. Bred in Yenetia, he 
hated Austria with a cold but very yirulent hatred. 
Bash only in the height^and unscrupulousness of 
his ambitions, he adopted politics — or, perhaps, to 
give them their trae and naked ñame, conspiraciesr-- 
as the scáling-ladder for his own advancemeixt* If 
all the waters round him were lashjBd into a tempesta 
he knew so cautious and tried a swimmer as himself 
would have a fair chance to come uppermost while 
other men went down. He loved intrigue for mere 
intriguéis sake, and power for the simple pleasure 
of holding it. Serene, sunny, impassive, and even 
indifferent in bearing, and, indeed, in temperamient, 
he could seize savagely, and hold pitilessly. In 
deceiving any one, Vane had no sort of scruple — it 
was only an ariistic kind of exercise ; but kill any- 
body, or provoke anybody, he would not think of 
doing — it was a barbarie, blundering style of war- 
fare. He never went out of his way in wrath ; but 
all the same, he never missed his way to revenge. 
He had, a good deal of ice in his nature; but it.was» 
perhaps, the most dangerous of ice — that wMcit 
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•smiles in ihe 8un, and breaks, to drop you into the 
grave. In the world of fashion, Víctor was* hut 
a man of fashion — ^popular, very successfal with 
women, an admirable tactician, and a guest who 
brought his own weleome everywhere by his easy 
social aecompHshmentSy and his languid genile 
temper» which had over a&d over again smoothed a 
quarrel, prevented an embarrassment, hushed a pro- 
Yocation unnttered, and arranged a misunderstanding 
before it grew to a rupture. In that world unseen^ 
which revolves under the rose, he was very mueh 
more thán this, and had a sway and a place of con- 
siderable influence in a society of politicians whose 
members are in all classes and orders, and whose 
network spreads more widely and finely beneath so* 
eiety than society dreams, stretching from Paris to 
Caucasus, and from the Quadrilateral to the Carpa^ 
ihians, in their restless scheming for the fature, and 
their plans for the alteration of the map of Europe. 
It was not, hpwever, of the French in Borne, the 
White Coats in Venioe, the Muscovites in Warsaw, 
or the State of siege in Galicia^ that he was thinking 
now, as he went through the wild, panting, crushed 
crowd of dancers at the French Opera; it was 
of something far fairer, if equally dangerous — a 
wozsian, 

X 2 
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*' Is abe here ?" he asked a violet dominOi who 
wore, like himself, ihe badge of süver ivy. 

** No. Perhaps she will not come, after all ! *^ 

" Oh yes, she will/' 

" How do you know ? Have you seen her ? " 

''No, I never saw her. But Conrad has beei^ 
dining with me, and left me to go and fetch 
her." 

The violet domino went on, without a word. 

" He'a in love with her, too ; he can't speak oí 
her without a tremor in bis voice ; and by bis voice 
he is nobody less than Prince Cario himself/' 
thought Vane, glancing back at bis silver ivy, ia 
apprehension lest it sbould be tom off or stolen ia 
the press. '' What can her power be ? Ah, bah ! 
What was that of the L'Endos? Nobody knew, 
but nobody resisted," 

And he went on, humming to hímself Scarron's 
quatrain : 

** Elle avait au bont do ses manches, 
Une paire de mains si blanches ; 
Que je Yondrais en verité, 
En avoir été souffleté ! " 

"Ah! theresheisi" 

The stifled exclamation fell on bis ear, low spoken 
but impulsively passionate, as only a lover> en» 



THE BADGE OF THE SILVEIt IVT. 165 

trauced recognition is. He tumed, and saw a mask 
in Yenetian costume, to whose shoulder was also 
fastened the litÜe badge of ivj; 

** One of US ! Who, I wonder ? He, too, cannot 
speak of her without betraying himself/' thought 
Víctor, as he swung round quickly, and glanced over 
the boxes. In oné of them he saw what he sought : 
iñth black laces and azure silks sweeping about her, 
caught here and there with sprays of silver ivy, a 
woman masked, who, leaning her arm on the front 
of the box, and her cheek upon her hand, gazed 
down into the tumult of colour and o£ movement 
that made up the hall below. Her face was unseen, 
but the lips, exquisite as the lips of a Greuze 
painting, had a certain proud weariness on them; 
and in the bright richness of her hair, in the ele- 
gance of her hand and arm, in the languor and grace 
of her attitude and her fonn, there were sufficient 
sureties oí the beauty that would be seen if the 
black mask that veiled it were removed. 

The Yenetian domino looked at her long, then, 
with a stifled sigh, tumed away. 

** You have loved her ? " whispered Yane. 

The domino started^ and glanced at the ivy 
branch on Yictor's arm* 

** To my cost,'^ he said bitterly, as he plonged 
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among ihe whiriing dancers, and was losti m the 
spangled and riotous mnltitude. 

His hearer smiled. A woman "who owned a limit- 
less power, and was nnscrupulous, amd without pity 
in its use, was, perhaps, the only woman he was 
eapable of respecting. Cold as he was, and but 
little accessible to anjthing of passion, for which 
his blood ran too suavely and too tranquilly, he felt 
something of wann, eager curiosity sweep over him» 
and his pulse beat a shade quieker with a new ex- 
pectation. He had long heard of this sorceress-^-^ie 
had never seen her; and he threaded his way with 
impatience through the Arléquins, Pierrots, masks, 
and costumés, tiU he reached the stairs, and mountejd 
them lightly and rapidly towards the box, opened 
the door, and entered. 

It was £lled with dominóes, all deoorated with 
the silver spray, and all bending towards her with 
eyes ihat told their admiration through their maskB» 
and voices that murmured flatteries, homage, and 
wit — ^to an inattentiye ear. She lifted her head, 
and tumed slightly as the door unclosed ^ her eyes 
dwelt on him through her mask, noting the badge 
he wore. She bowed languidly. 

" Enter, monsieur." 

And Yictor Vane, alltimpassive diplomatist, all- 
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rosé man of the vorld though he ^as, felt a thrill 
Tim thxoagh him, and a hot breath seem to pass, 
4ñrocco-like» oyer his life, as he heard the nameless 
magic of that melodious lingering voice, and fonnd 
hisuself, for the fiirst time, in the presence of that 
Queen of the Silver lyy, who was known as— ^ 
Idalia. 

Could Erceldoone have seen aíar as Sorrey saw 
his mistresSy the magic glass would not have forought 
him sach secture and happy peace as carne i^th the 
TÍsion of Geraldine. Late into the dawn as the 
mght express plunged through the heart of Franco 
domiward to where MarseiUes lay beside the sonthem 
sea^ Ümragh the cold dear night, the plains white 
with sheeted snow, the black and spectral woods, 
and the sle^ing hamlets, with the pointed towers 
of diáteaox and manoirs rising against the leaden 
<$lond8, behind him> the City that Julián loved 
aparkled nnder a million lights; strangely altered 
since the days when Jnlian ^nrote in adoring phrase 
of the stadious and tranquil retirement of his aastere 
and beloved Lutetia. The bright tide of Parisian 
Ufe was at its gayest in the ñrst hoors of the mid- 
irinter moming; and in one'of its richest quarters 
aO'Opera-süpper was at the height of its wit and of 
itS'brilliancy. The guests had come from the Opera 
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bally the dominóes powdered with silveír violeta, gold 
bees, diamond clusters, and glittering stars, were 
tossed down on the conches with the Yenetian 
masks ; being no tinsel costnmes of the Passage des 
Panoramas, hired for a night, but the silk and satín 
elegancies of a court costumier, for men who wore 
these trifles at the masked fStes of the Toileries, in 
the Colonna palace in Camival, and at the Yeglione 
with noble masquers of Florence. The supper- 
room was a long and handsome chamber, hung with 
rose silk, flowered with silver, with crystal chande- 
liers flashing globes of light, and with a meal of 
the choicest extravagance on the table, about 
which half a dozen men and but one woman were 
gathered. 

She — alone there at the head of her table, with her 
bouquet lying idly by her little army of deep claret- 
glasses, broad champagne goblets, and tiny spiral 
monsselines for liqneurs — was well worth a host of 
women less fair. Maríe de Bohan, — when Bncking* 
ham and Holland and Lorraine, and all that glittered 
greatest at two Courts were at her feet, and even 
the Iron Cardinal, in the censure of his blackest 
enmity, could not wholly keep his eyes from being 
dazzled by the shine of the arch-intrigaer's golden 
hair^ — ^was not more beautifal than she. Many 
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would haye added, also, that the Duchesse de 
Chevrease was not more dangerous. 

That her form and her face were perfect, was not 
half ñor a tithe of her resistless charm ; it lay in 
still more than these, in every glance of her eyes, 
blue-black like the gazelle's, in every slight smile 
ihat croBsed her proud lips, in all the sanlit lastre on 
her hah:, in all the attitudes of her southem grace, 
in every movement, accent, and gestare of one who 
knew to its attermost the spells of her power, and 
was ased to have that power coarted, flattered» 
and obeyed. Her loveUness was very great; bat» 
great as it was, it was comparatively forgotten be* 
side so mach that was of still rarer fascination ; the 
patrician ease, the silver wit, the langaor and the 
laughter, the dignity and the nonchalance, the bril- 
liance and the eloqaence which tam by tam gave 
their changmg sorcery to her. The innocence and 
fawn-like shjmess of a yoang girl in her earliest 
spring may be chanmng in a pastoral, bat in real 
Jüfe they are bat awkward and tame beside the ex- 
qoisite witchery, the polished insoaciance, the care» 
less disdain, the caltared fascination of a woman of 
ihe world. And these were hers in their utmost 
perfection; a woman of the world she was in the 
ntmost meaning of the words, and all of victory, of 
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power» and of begailément that the world eouid 

gíve were added to the- beaiity of IdaUa, Oountesd 

Yassalis. 

Men' passing her in the open air gazed after her, 

and felt a sudden giddy worship for what they only 

Baw one moment^to lose the next; men who held 

thentóelves, by age or cddness^ steeled to all the 

glamour of her sex, féll before her ; a few low linger^ 

ing words firom her lips, a breaih of fragranoe trom 

her laces» the disdain of her delicate scom, thé 

<^areBS of her soft persuasión, the challenge of her 

haughty indiflerence, the sorcery of her sovereij^ 

smile, — ^these at her will did mik men as théy woold ; 

intoxicated them, blinded them, wooed them, bomid 

them, subdued their will, théiir honoor, and tbeilr 

pride; fettered their senses, broke their peace, gave 

them heaven, gave thém hell, won &om 'them their 

closest secret, and drew them down intó the darkest 

path. A power wide and fktal — a power that she 

was said, and jtistly, to have tised with little scruple. 

Who was she — ^what wad she, this beautifol enehant- 
ress? 

In one word she was — *^ Idalia." 

Her supper-room, perfumed, mellowly lightecl, 
the súpper senred without óstentation, y^t, in tnitl^ 
as extravaganüy as any Goort banquet, with summer 
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froits thougli it was mid-winter, with wines Impesuá 
palaces could not hava ecHpsed, vdth hookah^tabeB 
curled ihrough fhe arms of the ioungisg chaifs» and 
lazily floatingin their great bowls of rose-water^ -wai^ 
soughtwith that eagemess for the entr^ whicl^is 
only found when — for far different attractionsVoixeii 
seek either the salons of a Frincess of the Toüor 
of an Empress of the Denü-Monde, the legitímate 
leader of the Aristocracies, or the yet more potent 
lawgiver^ Anonyma. There was a cosmopolita 
gathering about her table ; the Prince of yiana, n 
Neapolitan; the Gomit Fhaulcon, a Q^reek;,the 
Gráf yon Liknarcj a HuBgarian; the Marquis> die 
Beltran and the Maréchale d'Ivóre» both of ,i^aris; 
and one Englishman, Yictor Vane. Here^ ai three 
o'clock in the momíng, with the wine just flushing 
their thoughts with its warmth, and the scented 
smoke of the narghilis curling out in langaid aerial 
cloudsy they supped a la Régence with one of th^ 
fairest women of her time ; and she — ^lying back, 
with her Titian-Iike draperies, floating out like tfa^ 
deep-hued plmnage pf some tropic bird». toying 
with her bouquet of rose japónicas, stooping her 
lips.to the porple depths of her BousilloQ. or the 
light sparkles of her Moselle, giving her smile io 
one» her wit to another, letting the wine steal the 
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cáution from their speech and the fragrant vapour 
charm the secrets from their heart — knew that her 
beauty drew them down into its charm and chain, 
her creatures and her captives» and let the revehy 
flash on around her, brilliant as the aiglettes in 
the discarded dominóes; and, while they supped 
mth her in the dawn of the París moming, weighed 
them each and all — ^at their worth. 

Like the jewels that glistened above her fair fore- 
head» they had no valué in her eyes^save this — what 
they were worth. 

Yet, if ever there were on any face, there were in 
liers, a haughty power in the arch of the classic 
brow^y a generóos grace in the smile of the proud 
lips, a fearless dignity in the gaze of the long las- 
trous eyes : looking on her, he who should have had 
forcé to resist her beauty would have still said, ** If 
this star have fallen from heaven, it is great still 
even in its fall." 

The Lost Pleíad of fable may sink downwards 
through the darkness of an etemal night, and be- 
come one of the women of earth, earth-stained, 
earth-debased; but the light of forgotten suns, the 
gloiy of forsaken worlds, will be upon her still. It 
-jiáight be so here. 



CHAPTER VIH. 

"PASSION BORN OP A GLANCE ! " 

WiTH his rifle resting against bis knee, its butt 
bedded in the moss» Erceldoune sai alone a few 
months later oiii in tbe warm Turkisb nigbt, on the 
Bospboms sbores. He bad been sbooting sea* 
gnllsj jackals^ or a stray bilí |íeer, if such cante 
mthin Tange, tbrougb ibe last balf of tbe day, wbilsi 
waiting for retum despatcbes in Constantinople^ 
and was now resting on a boulder of rock under a 
cypressy in bis wbite bumous and sun-belmet^ tbe 
Monarcb, a fine Englisb cbestnut, straying loóse at 
bis side> a pile of dead game at bis feet, and tbe 
starligbt foll on bis face, as bis eyes looked seaward 
thoQgbtfully. 

A year bad gone by since be bad stood before the 
altar-piece in Monástica, and be was no nearer ta 
eitber aim of bis twofold quest. Power, patíence, 
vigilance» inquiry — all bad failed to bring bim on 
tbe track of bis assassins ; masked nobles, recklers^ 
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adyenturers» political secret agents» whichever they 
were, they had had wit and wisdom to organise their 
plot so that no trace was left of it and them, and 
they were beyond all reach of justice, as it seemed» 
for ever. And of the woman, to whom his only 
cine was the faimess of her face, he had leamed 
nothing. Shadowy, fugitive, lost in mystery, fan- 
tastic as a madman's dream, the hold she had gained 
npon his thoughts was so utterly foreign to them, 
that it was the stronger once admitted there. Spe- 
ctdation was whoUy antagonistic to him — his natore 
was foroible, single, vigorous; that he acted greaüy 
when great occasioAs aróse, was due to the mould 
in which his character was naturally cast, not to any 
premeditátion or previous contest and sifting of prin- 
cipies; he lived, as all bold men do, meeting accidént 
or emergency as it carne, content with the activity of 
the present, lóoking very rarely to anything past, 
never to anything future. To sift moral problems, to 
torture himself with theoretical questions, was what 
wonld no more have occurred to Erceldoune than 
to have sat twisting ropes of the Bosphorus sond; 
henee thé poetic anreality of the memory which 
póssessed him was so abhorrent and antagonistic 
tó his whóle temperament that it gave a deeper 
<íolouring to his life^ once receivedi than it wotdd have 
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áfme to ány otlier tó wMch it had been less a£en. 
Mental disquietade, moraUnimult, were miknDim to 
bitn ; a shadowy pursuit» a. speculatiye medit^tioiiy 
w^e no more in coneonanoe wüh his character Übaa 
it would llave been to study the stars iar CÜaldean^ 
knowledge of things obsenre. Tberefore it was 
iá^ the stronger forcé and the more tinbelief that 
Erceldoune felt that a well-nigh mythical mystery 
had power over him, and touched his heart, and 
stírred his thoughts, as no living woman had iever 
done through the Taried eourse of his life. 

So sacred had the visión of his ministering ángel 
becbme to him^ so intüotiately interwoven with holi- 
liessy loftiness> purity, mth the compassion of the 
luminous eyes, and the hush of the oonvent solitudes 
where her picture hong^ that to have seen her at the 
entrance of the Opera had given him a sharp and 
ttnwelcome recall to the fact of how utterly he 
ioUowed — a phantom ; how utterly he knew nothing 
of the woman who had wound herself into his 
thoughts. 

The face which he had seen in the haze of golden 
light in what he had deemed his dying hour, the 
Ibveliness that he had found afresh, only a&esh to 
lose it, in the softness of the Sicilian seas, amóng 
the heat, the noise, the maskers, the false briUiánts, 
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false fiowers, false laces, false beanty of the Bigol*' 
bochade! — it gave Erceldoune a bitter revulsión* 
Trae, there might be nothing in it to do so ; she 
might go thither, not to th^ la^^less whirl of the 
fitage» but simply to the boxes as a spectator of the 
scene below; he knew this was common enough with 
the proudest and purest of women. Still, it revolted 
him ; bis memoiy of her, his belief in her, was as 
of a life as nnlike, and as above the world, as the 
stars that shone now across the sea above the 
classic shores where oíd Olympus rose. It waa 
an instíncty an impulse, a folly, never analysed, 
only felt; but to think of her ia the gas and 
ihrongs of the masked midnight gathering, had 
gíven him much such a shock as an artist, soul- 
devoted to his art, would feel if he could come 
suddenly on a Baphael or Correggio Madonna made 
the sign and centre of a riotous casino, or flung by 
a drunken soldier as worthless loot into the flamea 
of a bivouac fire. This woman, all unknown though 
she was, had become the single poetic faith, [the 
single haunting weakness of a passionate and eamest 
temperament, of a changeful and self-sustained life; 
to have seen her at the Bal de TOpéra grated 
jarringly on both. 

He thought of it now — and the thought was fuU 
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of tempestuous pain to him ; to find in her a leacter 
of tbe artificial worlds of fashion ; a coquette, worn, 
brilliant and chill as her own diamonds, with every 
smile a beautiful lid, with every glance a démand 
for accustomed homage, would bé scarce better than 
to find in her one of the canean worshippers of ihe 
Opera throng, a débardeur in rose and silver, laugh- 
ing through her velvet mask of Yenice ! Of all 
places, of all hours, were there none in the width 
of the world, in the vastness of time, to have found 
her in at the last than at midnight in the Bue 
Lépelletier ! Who was she ? What was she ? — 
this phantom which pursued him ? He wondered 
resüessly, as he did oñen in lonely moments like 
these, while he sat looking down the Bosphoms as 
the lights gleamed in the distance among the 
•cypress and orange groves of the city of the 
Moslem, and the far-off cry of the Imaum wailed 
deep and moumful through the silence, chanting the 
evening prayer of the Faithful. 

As he sat thus he did not notice or hear a man 
approach him on horseback, riding slowly along the 
sea-shore, unarmed, and lightly chanting a litÜe 
French air — a handsome, careless, graceful Greek, 
whose saddle reverles seemed of the lightest and 
brightest as he swayed a bunch of Turkish lilies 
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idly m bis hand. . His jo^ jmam's booSd-mBhB !S<ra» 
a Bairbary — sank jK>i^Ies8ly ^in ^the sands; uvA 
Eroeldonne did not lift lús head ; he sat-motionlesB 
iinder the cypress, resting on his ñfley mth . the 
ftarlight faUing fitfrdly^on the white folds' of the 
Arab cloak and the Bembrandt darkiiesa o£ his face, 
asiiis head was bent dowii and bis eyes gazed sea- 
ward. :Tbe ñder oame nearer, the boofa [atiU 
jpoiseless oii'tbe loóse soil; «aad the hummed^song 
on his lips broke iouder, till he [san^; the words 
clearly and mello wly on the air, in.tbe mischievous 
trutb of Duíresny's chanson : 

*^ Deas époiix dit un grand oracIe, 
Tout d'nnxoup de^riendiont heuieuz, 
Quand deoz époux, pas un miracle, 
Pourrottt deTÍmr yeufs touts deux ! " 

> ThetYoice fell on Erceldoune's ear, j¿ch, barmo- 
nious; soft as a woman's contralto— *the voice that 
bad giventhe word to " kill the Border Eagle.*' He 
started to his feet, flinging back bis bnrnoos ; in the 
sUvery silent Eastem nigbt they met oince more-— - 
and:knew each other at a glance : there is no instinct 
sorapid and so mierring as the instinct of a. foe. 
With an oath that rang over the silent seas, Ercel- 
dotmé sprang forward, as. lions spring, and coYered 
bim with bis rifle ; swift as an nnconsidered tboagbt. 
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Phauleon ^heeled and dáshed his spurs into hid 
siare's^flflíidiis^ vAÁch sfotmg off ai a faeadlong gallop 
a bundred paces in adyanee by that second's start; 
in an instant the other eanght at ihe loóse reía bf 
liis English horse, flung himsdlf inte saddle at a 
I«ap, and tore do\m the Bospliorus shore, his rifle 
levelledy the bridle between bis teeth^ the Monarell 
racing at full speed. They were m ehase — the 
piBfBa^ and the pursued. 

** Halt { — or yon are a dead man." 

iThe chaHenge rolkd through the night ont and 
away to' the Bosphoms ;-Ktfae solé answer of the 
Gxeek ^was to dash the rowels again into his roan's 
sides, and tear on ^ihont other thonght than flight, 
tasting all the long bittemess of death with every 
timé { that the beat of tiie gallop grew closer 
behind him, with every moment that the shriek óf 
the bnUet might whistle down on the wind and the 
shot pierce his heart from the hand he had once 
thonght picked bare to the bone by the vnltures» 
and buriéd safe in Moldavian snows. 

The blood coursed like fire through Erceldoune's 
yeins, every muscle in him strained like those of 
a gallant hound in chase ; he longed, as the hound 
longs, to be at the throat of his flying foe : he had 
a mortal debt to pay, and a deadly wrath to pay it 
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with ; the life of his murderer lay at his mercy, and 
he pañted — with brute thirst, perhaps — ^to take it, 
and trample it out on ihe sands in a just and 
pitiless vengeance. Yet — ^he did not fire. 

All that was boldest and truest in him refused to 
let him do as he had been done by; — ^forbade him 
to shoot down an unarmed man. 

With tl^e hoofs now thundering loud on barren 
Tocky now scattering in clouds the loosened sand, 
now trampling óut the fragrance from acres of wild 
inyrües and basiUca, he rodé ón in cióse hot chase, 
the bridle held in the grip of his teeth, his rifle cover- 
ing his assassin, while Conrad Phaulcon fled for his 
life. A single shot, from an aim which never 
missedy and the coward would be slain as he would 
have slain, woüld die the death that he would have 
dealt; a single ball sent scileaming, with its shnll 
hiss, crash through his spine, and he would drop from 
the saddle dead as a dog. The Greek knew that as 
well as the man who held his life in his hands, to 
take it when he would ; and the sweat of his agony 
gathered in great drops on his brow, the horror of 
his death-blow seemed to him to quiver already 
through all his limbs, and as he tumed in his saddle 
once — once only — ^he saw the stretching head of the 
Monarch within fifty paces, the face of his pursuer 
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stem and dark as though casi in bronze, and the 
long lean barrel of steel glistening bright in the 
moonlight, lifted to deal him the fate he had 
dealt. 

Onward, while the chant of the Muezzin grew 
fainter and fainter, and the lighted mosques of 
Stamboul were left distant behind ; onward, 
through the night lit T^ith a mülion stars, and all 
on fire with glittering fire-flies ; onward, down the 
beach of the luminous phosphor-radiant sea, along 
stretches of yellow sand, nnder beetling brows of 
granite, over roeky stríps foam-splashed with spray, 
through fields of sweet wild lavender and roses 
blowing rich with dew, and tangled withes of 
tamarind tendrils, and myrtle thickets sloping to 
the shore, and netted screens of drooping orange- 
bonghs, all'white with bloom; onward they swept 
— ^hunter and hunted — in a race for life and 
death. 

The Greek was always before him ; now and again 
they well-nigh touched, and the foam from his horse's 
bit was flung on the steaming flanks of the mare he 
chased ; now and again the dull thud of the hoofs 
thnndered almost side by side as they scattered 
sand and surf, or trampled out the odorons dews 
from trodden roses* His enemy's life lay in the 
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hoUowof hishand; he saw the womanish beaut^ oí 
Phaulcon's face» white and ghasüj mili a craven 
terror, tumed backward one instant in the li^i 
of the mooiiy and a fierce delight, a just ven- 
geance, heated his senses and throhbed iniíhis 
veins. He panted for his foe*s life, as he hnnted 
him OH through the hot night, aa the lion in 
chase may pant for the tiger's ; all the passiona 
in him, rare to rise, but wild as the wildesi 
tempest when once roused, were at their darkeat» 
and the creed which chained them^ and forbade him 
to fíre on a man unarmed, served but to make.aach 
fibre strain, each nerye strengthen, with the fiereer 
thirst to race his injurer down, and — side to aide, 
man to man — ^hurl him from his saddle and fling 
him to earth, held nnder his heel as he wonld hava 
hdd the venomons coil of a snake, imprisoned and 
powerless, till its poisonons breath.was trodden.ottt 
on the sands. 

They rodé in hard and fearíul chafiOy. as men 
ride only for Ufe and death. . . 

The surf flaahed its salt . spray in their eyea aa they 
spiashed throngh the sea-pools girth^deep in vaiar ; 
starüed nest-birds flew mth a rush írom- bud and 
bongb, as they crashed through the Tvild pomegra* 
nates; white-^ringed gulls rose up with' a shxiU 
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serena in the light of the moon, as ihe tramp of 
horses rang out on ihe rocks» or scattered the sandd 
inva whirling cloud. There was savage delightto 
him in the breathless ride, in the intoxication of the 
odoors trampled out £rom trodden roses and crushed 
citrons/in the fierce vivid sense of Uving^ as he 
swept down the lonely shore by the sida of the lumi^ 
nouB sea, hunting his murderer into his lair ; — ^the 
wolf in its own steppes, the boar in its own pine* 
forests, the tiger in the hot Indian night^ the Úon 
in ihe pakn-phuns of libya ; he had himted them 
all in their tum, but he had known no chase like 
that'herode now, when the quarry was notbrute, 
but xüan. 

The snorting nostrils of the Monarch touched the 
flanks of the straining Barbary, the hot steam 
of the one blent with the blood-flaked foam of 
the other. They raced together almost side by 
side, dashing down a precipitous ridge of shore, 
éntangled with a riotoos growth * of aloes and 
óleandér: Erceldoune saw that his assassin was 
making for some known and near lair, as a fox 
h'ard-pressed beads for covert, and he thondered^ 
on in -hotter and hotter pursmt, till the steel of 
the rifle glittered cióse in Coont Conrados sight 
M he tomed again, his face livid and the breath 
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of the horse ihat was scorching and noxioua 
Hgainst bis cheek, like the breaih of the bloodhound 
on the murderer's. There were barely six paceá 
between them, going headlong thus down the sloping 
ñdge, and through the cactus thickets ; as he tumed 
backward, with that dastard gesture of pitifül 
despair, they looked on one another by the light 
pf Ihe moon, and the faimess of the Greek'st 
face was ghastly with a coward's prayer, and the 
dark bronze of bis pursuer'9 was set in deadly 
menace, in fierce lust of blood. Phaulcon knew 
Yrhy, with that lean tube flashing in the starlight, he 
was till spared; he knew, too, that once side by^ 
side in fair struggle, he would be hurled from hi& 
saddle, and crushed out under a just retribution, 
till all Ufe was dead, as pitilessly as ríghteously as 
men crash out the snake whose fangs have bit 
them. 

And the pursuit gained on him. Erceldoune 
rodé him down, dashing through the wildemess of 
yegetation, with the surf of the sea thundering 
loudly below, and a loathing bate, a riotous joy 
seething through bis veins. The horses ran almost 
neck by neck now, nothing between them and the 
billows lashing below but a span's breadth of rock 
and a frail fence of cactus, One efibrt more and he 
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woiild be beside him ; the bloodshot eyes of the 
mare were blinded with the foam flung ofif the 
Mónarch*s curb, and his own arm was stretched to 
seize his assassin and hurí him out to the waters 
boiling beneath, or tread him down on the rock 
under his feet» while he wmng out his confession in 
the terror of death. He leaned from his saddle ; 
his hand all but grasped his enemy in a hold Phaul- 
con could no more haye shaken ofif ihan he could 
have loosened the grip of an eagle, or the íangs 
of a lion: he was even with him, and had run 
him to earih in that wild night race. Then — 
suddenly^ with a swerve and a plunge as the spurs 
tore her reeking flanks — ^the mare was lifted to a mad. 
leap, a wall of marble gleaming white in the star- 
light^ and rising straight in face of the sea; she 
eleared, it with a bound of agony, and the dull> 
crash that smote the silence as she fell, told the. 
price with which she paid that gallant efifort of . 
brute life. 

His foe was lost. 

A fierce oath broke from his lips and rang o ver, 
tiie seas. As he put the Monarch at the leap, he 
reared and refíised it ; a second was abready lost, an* 
etemity in valué to him whom he pursued. His 
face grew dark-— all that was worst in him was 
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i*oased and at its height ; he wheeled Üié hiinter 
ánd rodé ^ím back, ihen tamed again and pttt 
Ihirvn foll gallop at the barrier^ nursing him fot 
ihe léap ; the marble wall rose before them^ clothed 
with the faliage of fig and tamarisk trees; he lifted 
Ihe horse in the air, cleared the structure, and carne 
do^wn on the yielding bed of wild geranium that 
broke the sheer idescent. 

On the ground lay the Barbarj mare^ panting 
and qnivering on her side : the saddle was 
empty. 

' A darkness like the night carne upon Erceldoone's 
fitce as he saw that his enemy had escaped him-^-« 
darkness closely and terribly like crime on his 
ñovL 

Wolf, and boar, and lion, he had chased them all 
tb their lair, and brought them down, now and 
ágain, a thousand times over, by the surety of Ms 
shoty by the TÍctory of his strength. His secrei 
assassin, hunted and run to earth, at his mercy 
and given up to his will throngh the whole length 
of that race down the Bosphoras waters, had out- 
stripped his speed, had bafiEled his vengeance, and was 
let loóse again on the world with his ñame uncon- 
fessed/mth his brute guilt unavenged, lost once 
moré in ihe solitudes of the night, in the vasiness of 
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thé Ottoman empire. Á second more, and his 
hand would have been at the throat of ibis man: 
he would have hurled onder his feet the dainty 
ailken beauty of thé eoward who was thief and 
murderer in one, and. 'wonld have crushed. the 
tratb from his ^throat and the craven life ñrom his 
Hmbs under the iron. gtind of bis heel, giving back 
vengeance as great as.his wrongs. A seeond more, 
and the traitor whó hadiaughed with him in good 
fellowship in the Parisian.café, and butchered him. 
xa oold blood in the Danubian solitudes, would 
have answered to him for that work. Now, the 
Barbazy mare lay riderless at his feet, and before 
him, around him^ stretching . dim in the distance, 
were thickets of myrtle, labyrinths of cactus> dense 
groups of oleander, of palm, of pomegranate, wheie 
his quarry had headed Íor a known covert, or had 
found one by chance, and from which it was as 
hopeless to draw him agaín ns to unearth a fox 
once outrun the hounds' scent^ or pursae a stag that 
had.onceswam the loch* 

. A curse broke again ñrom Erceldpune's lips, 
that the distant waU of the Imaum seemed to 
mock and fling < back, as he rodé the Monaroh 
headlong down into the wildemess of shruba 
andfiowers, trampling'the..boughs asunder^ cmsh- 
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ing luscious fruit and odorous blossom under 
ihe horse's hoofe, searching beneaÜi the shadows 
and under the tangled aisles of foliage for the 
dastard 'who most be refuged there; one dusky 
glimpse of a crouehing form, one flash of the star*- 
light on a hidden face, and he would have fired on 
him now without a moment's check ; his blood was 
up, his passions were let loóse, and the Greek might 
as well have sought for leniency from the jaws of a 
panther as for mercy from Erceldoune then, had he 
ridden him down in his cover and dragged him out 
in the still Eastem night. 

He rodé furiously, hither and thither, through the 
thickest glades and where the shadows were deepest, 
searching for that to which he had no clue, in chase 
of a qoarry which every tum he missed, every 
clmnp of shrubs he passed, every screen of aloes 
whose spines his horse refused to breast, might hide 
and shelter from his yengeance. Nothing met his eye 
or ear but the frightened birds that flew from their 
sleep among the piles of blossom^ and the shrill hiss 
of the cicala, scared from its bed in the grasses. In 
the leafy recesses and the winding aisles of those 
hanging gardens overlooking the Bosphoms, a him* 
dred xnen might have been secreted, and defied the 
search of one who was a stranger to the groond; 
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aad he was cheated at eveiy tum by the fantastic 
shadows of the moonlight and the palms. His foe 
had escaped hím ; before the dawn broke he might 
have slipped down to the shore and be far out at sea 
beyond the Dardanelles ; or if the gardens were the 
known lair for which he had porposely headed in 
the race along the beach, he would be safe beyond 
pnrsuit wherever he made his den. 

Erceldoune dropped the bñdle on the chesnut's 

neck» and let him take his own pace; a terrible 

bittemess of baffled efibrt, of foiled wrath, was on 

h\m — a passion, like a weapon which recoils, and 

hits the one who holds it hard. This man's life had 

been in his hands, and had escaped him !— and the 

nnexpiated vengeance roUed back on his own heart, 

fierce, heavy, dark, ahnost as though it were twin 

crime with what it had hitherto failed to pnnish» A 

night-assassin, only of the viler stamp because of 

the gentler breed, went through the world un- 

branded and unpunished, whilst honest men died 

by the score of cold and famine in the snows of 

Cancasus and the streets of cities ! Erceldoone'^s 

teeth ground together; when they met again, he 

swore it should be for shorter shrive and deadlicr 

work. 

The Monarch, with his head drooped and the 
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steam reeláng from Ids^kofe) flaüfcs, took his owü 
coarse oYerihe uúkii<mn 'ff&tmá/sxiá turnmg caí 
of the tfaickets, paeed dówn á long winding aisle of 
cedar8:theMUgfat wiuipcorfedtly 6till^m>tliiiigw48 heard 
bnt ihe ' surging of théiBo8{yho7tt8 imtersy n\Dthing 
was stírring save the incessanJt moítion of the fire*fiies, 
ihat sparkled over all thb bougha with stany points 
of light. Erceldoune h&d .no rknoniedge where h^ 
was/ except that the «ea iras atill beside faiin, and he 
let his harse take his own way. Sóddenlj, throagh 
tiie darkmasBes of the cedars^a light gleamed, ^faich 
carne neither from the fire^fliea ñor from the ijioon, but 
from the Torkish lattice^Vork áfcaidistant oasement 
Was ihat where his foeí had Idund cavert ? He 
raised the Monarch's'dnx^ingv head with the cnrb» 
and urged him at a canter down ihe cedar^aisle,- thé 
noise of ihe hoofs muffléd in the grass, that grew 
untriinmed, as ihough the wildluxuriance of the 
gardens had long been left nntouched. Soltan's 
palace, Queen's serail, sacred Mosque^ or Moslem 
harem, he swore to himjself that he would break 
down its gates^ with the menace of England, and 
have his murderer delivered np to him» though he 
were sürrounded by an Emir*s ennuchs, or harboured 
in ihe sanctuary of the Oda itself. For anything 
ihat he knew, the light might glitter &om .the 
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difeUing vhere his: enemy and all hia gftnghad made 
Btnon^oldf or the place xaight swana witlx M^ssidr 
mans» wW wonld think thére wa» no holier fiervioa tj^ 
AUah ihánto smite down the Ufe of a Frank, or ib^ 
latüced window might be'that of a eearaglipa ini^ 
wiiose anderün it was deatbfdr a «man and a <xiaou^ 
to enter. But these. memoriea.never weighed witb 
Erceldonne : he was armed, fais blood was up, and if 
lus ifoewere. shelterediiherey he vowed that all.th^ 
might .of Mahmoudy. all the yataghaois. of ílalanw 
should noi iserve 4o ehield him. 

'A flight oí step6< endingithe'^cedaiNwalk sippp^d 
ihe chesnñi' 8 passage : aboye . raai a^terraee, -and qa 
áhat terrace lookéd the few lattice casenientsAllowe^ 
,ÍQ a Tolrkish dwelling^ whode Hght fr om within hafi 
eanghti his ejes. He ihrew himself out of saddl^^ 
passed the bridle over a bough, and .went on fopt i|ip 
ihe stairs. £rceIdoune'& lifle was loaded; he had 
on him, too, the hanting*kmfe with whichvlie had 
gralloeked tho-hill de^; and be weBt straight pn— r 
into the den of the assassins, as he beHeved. .Foolr 
hardy he was not ; but he had found sineW' and 
coolness serve him too well in many an avatar^ east 
and west, not to have leamed to trust to them, and 
he had resolved, moreover, to go through with thi^ 
thing cost what it inight, bríng what it would. 
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He hurríed oa tlie terrace, laden wiih the scadet 
tílossoms of the trumpet-flower and japónica, and 
heavy with odours from the nyctanthus and musk- 
roses trailing over the stone ; a door stood open on 
io it, leading into the large court which forms the 
customary entrance of a Turkish house ; he paused 
a moment and looked through; there was only a 
dim light thrown on its walls and floor^ and there 
was no sound but of the fedling of the water into the 
•central fountain. He passed the threshold, and 
entered, the clang of his step resounding on the 
yariegated mosaic of the pavement: its owa echo 
was the only sound which answered — ^for its stillness 
the place might have been deserted. But the court 
opened into a chamber beyond, flooded with warm, 
mellow lighty its dome-like ceiling wreathed with 
carved pomegranates, while another fountain was 
flinging its shower upward in the centre, and the 
fragrance of aloe-wood filled the air from where it 
bumed, like incensé, in a brazier ; — a picture, fiíU 
of oriental colouring. With his rifle in his hand, 
his white bumous flung behind him, and his single 
thought the longing which possessed him to unearth 
his foe, and have his hand upon his throat, he swept 
aside the purple draperies/ that partially shadowed 
the pórtico, and passed within the entrance. 
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A woman rose from her couch in the distance, 
startied, yet with the look of one who disdains to 
give its reins to fear — as a sovereign would rise 
Viere her solitude desecrated ; — ^and he paused, his 
steps arrested and his passions silenced,'as in an- 
cient days he who carne to slay in the deadliness of 
wrath, uncovered his head, and dropped his un- 
sheathed sword^ entering the holy shrine at whose 
altar his foe had taken sanctaary. His enemy was 
forgotten ; — ^he stood before Idalia. 

He saw her in the flood of amber light that fell 
upon the lastre of her hair, on the white folds of 
her dress with its hem of gold, on the scarlet blos- 
som of the roses clustering about her feet, on the 
aromatic mist of the aloe wood buming near ; — and 
in an instant he had crossed the marble that severed 
them, his head ancoyered, his hand disarmed, his 
eyes blinded. 

" At last !— at last ! " 

And he had never known how strong had become 
the power, how eager had grown his quest, of the 
memory which had pnrsued him, until now, when 
he bowed before her, when his Ups were on her 
hand, when a hot joy that he had never known 
swept through his Ufe,, when in that suddden 
meeting his gaze looked upward to the- face which 
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had mocked him a thousand times» from the 
blue depths of sea waves, in the tawny stretcli of 
eastem plains, in the stiUness of stany nights and 
the darknéss of convent aisles, and now at l^ngth 
w&s found. 

She drew herself wiih haughty amazed anger from 
him : — she saw her solitude violated by the abrupt 
entrance of an armed man when the night was so 
lafe that the chant of the Imaum was calling to 
prayer : she saw a stranger, by his dress an Arab, 
bend before her in homage that was insult. She 
wrenched herself away, and signed him back with a 
gesture too grand in its grace for fear» and in her 
eyes a glance which spoke without words. 

Then, as he raised his head, she saw the 
features which she had last beheld in what had 
seemed their death hour, while np to hers gazed the 
eyes that but for her suecour the vulture's beak would 
have struck, and tom out for ever ; then she kñew 
him ; — and over her proud loveliness came a sudden 
flush, a softness that changed it as by a miracle; and 
she looked down upon him with that glance which 
hé had seen and remembered through the dizzy 
mists of delirium, and had given to his Madonna in 
the altar-picture at Monástica. 
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It was but one word ; but by tbat word be knew 
that as be bad never forgot, so be bad not been 
forgotten. 

He bent lower yet, till bis lips toucbed ber band- 
again. 

'^ At last ! I tbougbt tbat we sbould never meet ! 
And now — I bave no words. To strive to pay my 
debt were bopeless ; God grant tbe day may -come 
wben I can sbpw you bów I bold it. You saved my 
life ; yon sball command it as yon will." 

His words broke írom bis beart's deptbs, and in 
tbe rapid breatbless tide of emotion, strongly felt 
and bard to utter ; few women would bave failed to 
read in tbem tbat, witb bis bold, keen, dauntless 
nature, self-reliant, danger-tested tbougb it was, 
tbere went a faitb tbat would be loyal to bis o^^ 
ntter ruin, once pledged and given, and a tendemess 
passionate and exbaustless, tbrougb wMcb be migbt 
be lured on to any belief, dasbed down to any 
destruction. A dangerous knowledge; tbere are 
scarce any women to be trusted witb it. 

Silence fell between tbem for tbe moment, wbere 

sbe stood beside tbe scarlet roses of tbe foxmtain, 

witb tbe beayy aloes perfume rising round, and at bér 

íeet, bowed low before ber, tbe man wbose life was 

owed to ber by so vast a debt — a stranger and un- 

2 
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known, yet bound to her by the golden bonds of 
service that had loosed and freed him from bis 
grave. All the glory of ber beauty was deepened 
and softened as sbe looked on bim, startled stiU, 
and bardly coñscious of bis words ; and Erceldoune 
gazed upward to her face, witb a dim mist before 
bis sight, as be had never gazed before upon the 
face of woman : — he had forgotten all in that lomi- 
nance of light, that glow of colour, that delicious 
dreamy fragrance. 

Bemembrance retumed to bim as sbe released 
her faands from bis bold, and drew sligbtly from 
bim. Tbey could not meet as strangers, wbile 
betwixt them was the tie of a life restored, and the 
memory of that bonr of awful peni in which sbe had 
been bis saviour. But be had come, armed and 
alone, by violent entrance into ber solitary cbamber 
in the lateness of the night ; and on ber face wa» 
the look of one to wbom insult was intolerable and 
all fear unknown — ^tben be remembered what had 
brougbt bim thitber, and spoke ere sbe could 
speak. 

" Pardon me for the rude abruptness with which 
I have broken on yon ; notbing can excuse it save 
the truth — I foUowed, as I thought, one of mj 
Moldavian assassins ; I bunted bim down the Boa- 
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phorus^ find lost his track in the gardens here. I 
fancied " 



" Your assassins ! — here !- 



«> 



" DoubÜess it was an error of mine ! " he broke 
in hastily ; that this house could be his murderer^s 
lair was impossible, since it was hers, and he fore- 
bore to tell her how closely he had hunted his 
qnarry to her presence, lest he should give her 
alarm. *' I rodé him down into a wildemess of palm- 
trees and cactus, and missed his trail in the dark- 
ness; — the coward was unarmed, I could not ñre 
on him, and he escaped me. I saw a light gleam 
through the cedars ; and I forced my entrance ; 
then I forgot all — even forgot what my own violence 
must appear — since it led me to you ! " 

His voice dropped and softened as he spoke the 
last word; the pitiless passion which had alone 
possessed him as he had dashed aside the draperies 
and forced his way into what he had believed the 
covert of the man he hunted^ were outweighed and 
forgotten ; even while he spoke he had no memory 
but for her. 

She shuddered slightly, and glanced into the dim 
twilight gloom of the court on to which her chamber 
opened. 

"If you tracked him into these gardens, he 
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msLj be there, or may liave hidden here. Search; 
— have mj people with yon — let them take 
torches, and seek fhrough the gardens. No 
one can have entered; but the grounds are a wil- 
demess " 

'^More likely he has escaped to the sea-shore; 
and all I know, or care now, is, that he has serred 
to bring ine — here ! Oh ! my God, if yon knew how 
I have sought you ! — and now that we have met, 
what can I say ? Nothing that will not leave me 
deeper your debtor than before." 

"Say no more. You owe me nothing. Who 
would not have done for you the little that I did ? " 

" You perilled your life to save mine, and mine is 
owed to you if a man's life was ever owed for ángel 
work,"^ broke in Erceldoune, while the forcé of a 
new and strange softness trembled throngh his voice 
as he stood alone in the stillness of the night with 
this woman, of whom he knew nothing— nothing, 
sftve that she filled his soul and his senses with a 
sweet fierce joy that had never touched them before» 
and that he had been rescued írom his grave by her 
hand. 

Over her face swept a look almost of pain : 

" Cali nothing I did by that ñame. And — ^why 
should you feel it as a debt, as a merit even ? A 
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litÜe cold water held to a strangei^s lips !^ It is not 
worth a thought." 

"Itwas worth my life, and with mylife I will 
pay ity if yon will take the payment, be it made in 
what guise it may." 

They were no empty words of courteons requital ; 
ihey were an oath to the death, if need be ; she was 
sílent, while her glance dwelt on him where he stood, 
reared now to his foll statore, in the amber flood 
of the lampSy the snowy folds of the bumous flung 
baeky and on his face a grandeur from the stormy 
passions an instant ago lashed to their height, blent 
with ihe eager light with which he looked on her. 
Then she held her hand out to him, with the beautiful 
impulse of a proud and gracious nature, touched 
and bending with a sovereign grace. 

" I tiíank you for your words. There is no ques- 
tion of debt now ; they more than pay the little I 
eould do to serve you in your peril. We cannot 
meet as strangers ; let us part as friends." 

The words were even in their gentleness, a sign 
of dismissal. He had broken in on her abruptly, 
and ihe night was late. He bowed low over her 
hand — as we bow over that of an Empress. 

"Part! True; — ^I come unbidden here; Ihave 
no right to linger in your presence ; but we cannot 
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part until I know that we shall meet again. I have 
no( found to night what I have sought so long un- 
ceasmgly and hopelessly, only to-nigbt once more to 
lose it." 

Sha drew back slightly, and her face grew paler, ' 
while ovér its brilliance swept a troubled feverish 
shadow : she answered nothing. 

'^ Yon can know nothing of me now, but at least 
yon will consent to know more ? '* he pursued. "A 
ñame alone tells little ; yet had I had one by which 
to seek*ihe saviour of my^life^it would not have been 
so long before yon had heard mine." 

In the hot night, in the perfumad stillness, 
in the sudden revulsión from the violence of 
vengeance to the wild sweetness of this woman's 
presence, words f ar different reeled through his 
thoughts and rose to his lips ; but they were held 
back by his own sense of their madness, and by the 
dignity, nameless yet resisüess, which surrounded . 
her. 

"You would know my ñame? It is Idalia 
Vassalis." 

She uttared it almost with deñance, yet a defíance 
which had a profound sadness in it, like the defiance 
of the slave. 

" And why concaal it so long ? Can you not 
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ihink what it was to owe so great a gratitude to you, 
yet to be left in such strange ignorance of my pre- 
server that, for anything which I coold teU, we might 
never have met on earth ? " 

''I had reasons for desiring my own ñame un- 
told/' she answered, coldly, as ihough interro- 
gation were unknown to her. " Besides I never 
thought that you would have any remembrauce of 
me. 

** To have lost remembrance I must have lost the 
life you rescued." 

The brief words said a volume; she knew they 
were no offspring of hoUow courtesy, but a passionate 
truth broken up unbidden from a character in which 
a bold and noble simplicity prevailed over all that 
the world had taught, in motive, in purpose, in 
action, and in speech ; to understand her, might for 
years bewilder and mislead the man ; to understand 
hirriy the few moments of that night sufficed to the 
woman. 

*' It is few remember as you do/' she said, and 
the soft lingering richness of her voice, with an 
imspoken melancholy vibrating through it, thrilled 
through him. ** Life is no great gift given baek to 
meñt gratitude ! But, while we lose time in words, 
your murderer will escape ; if you chased him to 



202 IDALIA. 

these gardenSy Üiere is no outlet seaward. Take 
my people wiih yon; some are Albanians, and 
urill serve well and baldly tinder need; let ihe 
grounds be searched, for my safeiy if not for your own.'* 

Wbilst she spoke she rang a hand-bell ; a negrees 
obeyed the summons, an Abyssinian, clothed in 
scarlet and white. 

*^ Bid Paulos and bis sons take arms and torches, 
and wait witbont on the terrace/' said the mistress 
to her slave, who gave the salaam silently, and left 
the chamber. " The men will be faithful to you/' 
she resamed to Erceldoone. ''Let them accompany 
yon home; if your assassins be in Turkey, the 
Bosphorus shores cannot be safe for yon alone. 
No: — ^yon will not reñise me; yon can set little store 
on the life yon say I gave yon back if yon would 
risk it wantonly so soon." 

'* My life will be richer and dearer to me írom to- 
night/' 

The words broke írom him on impulse and almost 
unawares, as he bent before her in farewell: he 
oould not linger after her dismissal ; to have disputed 
it would have been impossible, for there was about 
her that nameless royalty which is its own defence, 
and whioh no man ever insidted with ímpunity, 
or insulted twice. 
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She avoided all notice of his words as she gave 
him her adieu, speaking, as she had hitherto done, 
in French. 

He bowed over her hand, but he held it still. 

"And to-morrow I may have permission to retum, 
and seek to say all for which I have no tvords to- 
night ? The debí ihat you disclaim must, at least, 
be sufficient bond between us for us not to párt as 
strangers ? " 

Looking upward he saw a certain hesitation üpon 
her face ; her eyes were suddenly darkened by a 
shadow it were hard to describe, and she was silent. 
Chivalrous in his courtesy to women, pride was 
too strong in him for him to sue wh^re he was 
repulsed, to entreát ii^here he was undesired. He 
released her, and raised his head. 

"Itisnot for me to forcé my presence on you. 
Farewell, then, and take, once for all, my gratitude 
for a debt that it has pleasured you to em- 
bitter." 

The words were proud, but they were also pained; 
they were the terse, unstudied phrases^ of a man who 
was wounded, but who could not be lowered, and 
would not be angered ; they served him better, and 
touched her more keenly, than more servile or more 
honeyed utterances would have done. She smiled 
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mth a certain amusement, yet with a graver and a 
genüer feeling too. 

" Nay — ^you need not read my silence so. Come 
here again — ^if you wish." 

JuBÍ then the clang of the Albanians' arms 
announced their readiness on the terrace without ; 
he bowed down once more before her, and left 
her standing there, with the clüsters of the roses at 
her feet, and the colour of the rich chamber 
stretching away into dim distance around her as she 
had suddenly broken on his sight, when he had 
dashed back the purple draperies «in pursuit of his 
assassin. 

And he went out into the night with one thought 
alone upon him ; he felt blind with the glow of the 
light, intoxicated with the incensé odours, dizzy with 
all that lustre and maze of delicate hues, of golden 
arabesques, of gleaming marbles, and of scarlet 
blossoms ; but what had blinded his sight and made 
his thoughts reel, was not these^ but was the smile 
of the woman who had suddenly lit his life to a 
beauty which he had passed through half the years 
that are allotted to man, never having known or 
cared to know. 



CHAPTER IX. 

RITTER TANNHAÜSEB. 

Of his foe there was no trace. 

The Monarch stood undisturbed, with the bridle 
flung over the cedar bougfa, and the Barbarj mare 
lay motionless, with her right fore leg twisted under 
her and broken; of his foe there was no trace^ 
and he rodé on silently down the Bosphoms 
shore back into Pera, with the Albanians running 
by his horse's side, their torches thrówing a ruddy 
glare over the moonlit sea and silvered sands, 
and on their own picturesque dresses and hand- 
some classic faces, as they held on to his stirrap- 
leather. 

A few moments before, and he had had no thought 
save of the blood-thirst with which he had ridden his 
enemy down the shore, and of the jnst vengeance o'f 
an unpardonable wrong; now he had no memory 
save one. 

With the moming he rose, with but this one 
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thought still — ^he would see her again ! With the 
early dawn, while the sonnd of the droms was rolling 
through the mists, as they heralded the Commander 
of the Faithñil going to prayer, he was planging 
into the grey depths of the Bosphorus : sieep 
beyond his bidding. He knew that for honrs 
yet he coiüd not go to her, 1;>ut he watched the 
snn in intolerable impatience for it to travel faster 
on its way; he walked alone to and íro the 
silent shore in a dream that was filled with her 
memory, and dead to all else. He did not panse 
to analyse what he felt, not even to wonder at it ; 
his life was launched on the tempestuons sea of 
passion, and he lived in a trance of feveñsh in- 
toxication, restless paín, and sweet idolatry. What 
avail how great had been his strength before ? It 
only served to fling him down in more uttercap- 
tivity now. 

Far sooner than ceremony would have allowed 
him, he rodé down the same path by which he had 
pursued the Greek the night before; but of him he 
had no more thought than if he were blotted &om 
his life, when once more he looked upon her; — a 
woman ñtted for a throne. 

She did not give him her hand, but she smiled, 
that smile which gave its light to her eyes yet more 
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iban to her lips ; and he ihought that she musí hear 
ihe beating of his heart — ^it had never throbbed 
80 thick and fast wben he had given the word for 
his own death-shot in ihe Garpathian pass. He 
had never felt himself stricken strengthless and 
powerless, blind and dizzy with a thousand new 
emotions, as he felt now: — so had another bold 
Border chief^ the Night Bider of the Marches, 
been conquered when Bothwell stood before his 
Queen. 

His thoughts were foU of fever, his life seemed 
confused yet transfigured. To have thrown himself 
at her feet and gazed there upward to her in silence 
and in worship, wonld have been to foUow the 
impulse in him, She knew it ; his ejes spoke all 
on which his lips were perforee dumb ; he did not 
think how much they betrayed him, he did not 
dream how much they told — ^to a woman who had 
wakened so much love that its faintest sign was 
known to her — of the tumult in. his heart, 
of the glory in his life, of themadness in his 
soul, which were so mingled and so nameless to 
himself. 

In that moment, the whole heart of the man, in 
its brave truthfulness, its] bold manhood, its head- 
loDg faith, and its awakening passions, was open 
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before her as a book ; — she knew her power over a 
dauntless, loyal life : how would she use it ? 

She let her glance dwell on hím for a moment, 
those lustrous changeñil eyes^ ^hose hue could 
never be told, calmly meeting the passion of his 
own : cahnly reading and watching the type and the 
worth of this life, which through her was still amongst 
the living. 

" Have you fonnd no trace of your assassin? " she 
asked him carelessly. " They told me there were 
no signs of him on the shore last night." 

*' I forgot him ! I have only remembered that he 
brought me here." 

"It is not many who would follow so generous 
a code as yours. You have a deathless memory 
for gratitude» a forgiving oblivion of injury." 

" Hush ! do not give me credit that is not mine. 
As for gratítude — ^it is not that only which has 
made my life know no memory save the memory of 
you!" 

His voice trembled, the words escaped him invo- 
luntarily : he was scarcely conscious what he said. 
She bowed with that dignity which repulsed without 
rebuking the meaning of the words. 

" You do me far too much honour. The little I 
did in common human charity merits, as I said 
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n^efore, neither thanks ñor memory. Yon stay in Con- 
stantinople, I suppose ? *' she continued, with tliat 
ease which was almost cold — cold, at least, compared 
to the tumult of impassioned impulses, unconsidered 
thoughts, and newly-born emotions which were 
warm and eager in the heart of her listener. It 
checked him, it stung and chilled him. 

" I am waiting for home despatches/' he answered 
her; "I am a Queen's courier, as yon may have 
heard. You are living here ? " 

" Only for a while ; some months, a féw days, I 
do not know which it may be. You, who are so 
splendid an artist, must fínd constant occupation in 
the East ? " 

" I ? I am little of an artist, save whai my horse 
or my rifle are out of reach. We, of the oíd Border, 
rarely oarved our ñames in any other fashion than 
by the sword." 

She saw how little his thoughts were with his 
words, as she met again the bumíng gaze of eyes 
that told far more than he knew; their language 
was too familiar to her to move her as it would have 
«QLOved a woman less used to its utterance ; it was ^ 
tale so oíd to her ! She sighed, a little impatiently, 
a little wearily ; she was unutterably tired of love. 
What was iatoxication to him was but a thoosand- 

TOU I. » 
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tímes-told story to her. And yet — she saw that this 
man would saffer, and she foresaw that he would 
suffer through her. She pitied him, as it was nót 
in her commonly to pity. 

"I saw yon in Sicily, surely?" he pñrsued. 
** For one moment, as you passed in a lateen- 
boat?" 

" I was in Sicily a 'year ago ; I daré say you 
might have seen me/' 

" You travel much ? '^ 

"Who does not in our days?" she answered^ 
with carelessnessy but carelessness that veiled a 
refusal to speak further of herself, which was im- 
penetrable. She had every grace of womanhood, 
but beneath these she had a haughty and courtly 
retieenee that was impassáble. '* Travel has one great 
attraction — it leaves Uttle room for reflection. You 
like it yourself ? " 

* 

" Yes, I like it. A courier's suits me better than 
any lífe, exce^t a soldier's, would have done. How- 
ever, it was nót with me a matter of preference ; I 

was itdned ; I was glad of any post." 

• » 

He saidit fraiíikly, and with'the indifference whictf 
his decayed fortunes really were tó him; but he saw 
fhát she was rich, he heard that she was titled, and 
he wotdd not form her friendship under false colours. 
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kiiowing that bis own title gave him a semblance of 
wealfh and of station he had not. 

Bhe Biniled slightly^ tiiere were both wonder at 
his honesty, and comprehension óf bis motives in 
that smile; tbe candour and fhe integcity of bis 
natnre were véry new to ber, and moved ber to a 
wonder ahnost kiiidred to reverénce. 

" You are rich, I tbink," sbe said, a litüe wearily. 
" Yoü have istrengib, liberty, manbood, independ- 
ence, honour; — how n^any have forfeited or never 
owned tbose birtbrigbts I You chose very wisely 
to take a wanderer's freedom rather than tbe slavery 
of tbe worfd." 

Erceldoune shook himself witb a restless gesture, 
as an eagle cbained shakes bis wings : 

'* Ich diene nicht Yasallen ! " 

be muttered in bis beard. 

Sbe laugbed, but ber gaze dwelt on him in sym- 
patby witb tbe fiery independence of bis nature. 

"Never tbe vassal of a slave? Tben never be 
tbe slave of a woman ! " 

Be looked at ber, and tbere was sometbing wistful 
in tbe look; be wondered if sbe knew ber power 
over him, and if sbe made a jest of it ; be could not 
answer ber witb that badinage, that gay ligbt bomage, 
that subtle flattery, to whicb sbe was accustomed ; 
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he felt too eamestly» too deeply ; a man of few 
words, save when keenly moved or much interested, 
he could not give himself to the utterance of those 
airy nothings, while all his life was stirred with 
passion he could nqt ñame. , 

At that moment the great Servían hound entered 
through the open window from the terrace, and 
stood looking at him with its wolf-crest np, its fine 
eyes watchful and menacing, and a low angry growl 
challenging him as a stranger. It was a magnificent 
hrute^ massive in boild, lithe in limb, puré bred, 
and nearly as tall as a young deer. 

Erceldoune tumed to him and stretchéd out his 
hand. 

'' Ah! there is my gallant friend. I owe him a 
debt too." 

The animal stood a second looking at him, then 
went and laid down like a lion couchant at her feet. 

She laid her hand on his great head — ^a hand of 
exceeding faimess and elegance, with the sapphires 
and diamouds glittering there, which Mother Veró- 
nica had noted, with a recluse's quick appreciation 
of worldly things. 

'' You must forgive him if he be discourteous ; he 
has so often been my only champion, that he is api 
to be a little rash in his chivalry." 
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" I honour him for his fidelity. But, your only 
champion ? Where was the chivalry of the world, 
to leave such a post to a dog ? " 

" Where ! In idle vows and poeta' dreams, I 
imagine; its only borne in any time, most likely. 
The Bitter Tannhaaser swore his knightly homage in 
the Venusberg, but ere long he turned on her who 
gaye him his delight : * 

" O Yenus schone Frane meln, 
Ihr seyd eine Teufeliime !" 

The Germán legend is very typical ! '* 

'' Tannháuser was a cur ! " said Erceldoune, with 
an eloquent warmth in his voice rather than in his 
words. " What matter what she was — ^what mattar 
whence she carne — ^sbe was the sovereign of his life; 
she had given him love, and glory, and delight ; she 
was his, It was enough-— enough to lose a world for, 
and to hold it well lost ! " 

He paused suddenly in the passionate poetic 
impulse on which he spoke, which had broken up 
in his heart for the first time, utterly alien as he 
believed to his nature, to his temperamento to his 
will. It was of her and of himself that he thought, 
not of the oíd Teutonic Minnesinger's legend of 
Tannháuser : and the rich glow of the sunlight 
slanting across the mosaic pavement, shone in the 
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dark eagle lustre of his eyes» and lent its warmth to 
the Murillo-like bronze of his cheek. 

She was a woman of the world ; that noble tnith- 
falnesSy that gallant faith, that knightlj eamestness 
were new and yery strange to her. They touched 
her. 

" If Tannháaser had loved like íAat-^whoknowfl? 
— even she, the Tenfelinne^ might have been re- 
deemed. She could not have been faithless to such 
faith." she said, half musingly^ rather foUowing out 
her thoughts than addressing him; and in her voice 
there was a vague pathetic pain. 

Mad words rose to his lips in reply — words that 
he had to hold down in silence ; the room seemed 
dizzy round him, the odours of the flowers reeled 
in his brain as though they were narcotics; he, 
watched, like a man half-blinded^ her hand wander 
among the scarlet blossoms, and toy with the waters 
of the fountain. It was a delirium ; and, for all its 
feverish pain, he would not have exchanged it to 
have back the happiest and most tranquil hour of 
his past. He had dreamed of her, till he had lovéd 
her, as utterly as ever a man loved a woman; he was 
in her presence-— at last ! — and aU love that before 
might be but a dream became at once with giant 
growth a passion. She did not — with him at least 
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— seek her power ; but such power was hers in its 
ividest magnitude of empire; and she was a litÜe 
weary of it, as sovereigas are wearj of their crowns. 

"You give fresh air tlie preference, — will jou 
come into my gardens ? They are very wild, but I 
like them ihe better for that/* she asked him, as she 
rose with ihat half-laaguid grace which bespoke 
sometbing of oriental blood in ber, and, moved out 
on to tbe terrace. 

Tbe gardens were, in trutb, untrimmed as tbe 
neglect of years could make tbem, but tbey bad 
been originally palace gromids, and all tbe colour 
and luxuriance of oncbecked vegetation made tbem 
beautifiíl, witb tbeir wildemess of myrtle, cactus» and 
pome^anate, and tbeir stretcbes of untrained roses 
blooming round tbe splasbing waters of tbe marble 
and porpbyry fountains. 

"Little bas been done bere.for years, and yet 
tbere is a loveliness in tbem not to be bad in 
trimmed and trained cbáteau gardens," sbe said, as 
sbe tumed so tbat tbe sun fell fuU on ber face witb 
its deUcate baugbty lustre, its rícbness and faimess 
of hue. 

'* Yes ! tbere is a loveliness," be answered ber, as 
bis eyes looked downinto bers, " greater tban I ever 
believed in before/' 
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She langhed a litüe ; slightly, carelessly. 

" What enthusiasm. So great a traveller cannof , 
surely, find anjibing so new and striking in a wild 
Turkish garden?" she said, half amusedlj, half 
languidly, a trifle ironically, purposely misappre- 
hending bis words. 

The look carne on him ihat had been there before, 
wben sbe bad bade bim never to be tbe slave of a 
woman ; proud, and yet wistfol. 

" I do not know tbat ! " be said, almost bitterly : 
" but I know tbat tbe gardens may be as fatal as 
tbose of Ubland's Linden-tree. You remember bow 
tbe poem begins ? ' 

Tbe words took an undue effect on ber ; resent- 
ment carne on ber face, inquiry into ber eyes, tbat 
sbe tumed foll on bim in some surpríse, some 
anger, and yet more, as it seemed to bim, disquiet. 
Tben all tbese faded, and a profound sadness 
foUowed tbem. 

" Yes, I remember,*' sbe said, calmly. " Take 
waming by Wolfdietericb, and do not lie under tbe 
linden ! Batber, to speak more plainly, and less 
poetically, never come wbere you do not see wbere 
your footsteps wiU lead you. You know notbing of 
me, saye my ñame ; leave me witbout knowing more. 
It wiU be best, believe me — ^far best." 
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She paused as she spoke, as thej moved down the 
avenue, the roses strewing the grass patb^ and the 
Bosphorus waves flashing through the boughs. The 
singularíty of the words struck hím less at that 
moment than the injunction they gave him to leave 
her. Leave her! — in the very moment when his 
qaest had been recompensed; in the first hour 
Avhen, at last in her presence, at last in her home, 
the fugitive glory of his dreams was made real, and 
he had found the woman who had literallj been to 
him the ángel of life. 

Beneath the sim-bronze of his face she saw the 
blood come and go quicklj and painfully; he 
paused, too, and stood facing her in the cedar aisle, 
with that gallant and daunüess manhood which lent 
its kingliness to him by nature. 

" Best ? For which of us ? " 

" For you." 

" Then I must refase to obey." 

" Why ? Befuse, because it is for yourself that I 
have spoken ? " 

"Yes. If my presence jeopardised yon, I must 
obey, and rid you of it ; if I alone be concemed, I 
refase obedience, because I would give up all I have 
ever prized on earth — save honour— to be near what 
I have sought so long, and sought so vainly." 
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It was all but a declaration of love, to a womaa 
of whom he knew noÜiing, save her beauty and 
her ñame. She read him as ] she woiild have 
read a book, bat she did not show her know- 
ledge. 

" You are verjr rash/' she said, softly, without a 

touch of irony now. " I have said truly, I have said 

wisely, it Yf'úL be best for you that our friendship 

should not continué — should barely commence. If 

you persist in it, the time will, in every Ukelihood, 

come when you will condemn me, and reproach 

yourself for it. I speak in all sincerity, even though 

I do not give you my reasons. You consider — very 

generously — that you owe me a debt; itwould be 

best paid by obeying what I say now, and forgettmg 

me, as if we had never met." 

She spoke with the courtly ease of a woman of 
t 
the world, of a woman used to speak and to be 

obeyed, to guide and to be followed ; but there was 

a certain inflecüon of regretful bittemess in her 

voice, a certain shadow of tróubled weariness in her 

eyes, as if she did not send him fírom her without 

Bome reluctance. They were strange words; but 

she had known too many of the multiform phases of 

life to have any feminine fear of singularity or of its 

imputation, and had passed through unfamiliar 
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paths with a feaxless careless grace wholly and solely 
her own. 

His frank eyes met hers, and there was in them a 
passionate pain. 

" Yon bid me pay my debt in the only coin I 
cannot conunand. Obey you, I will not. Forget 
you, I covid not." 

She smiled. 

'' Twenty-four honra' absence soon snpplie^ any 
one with oblivion ! " 

'' It is a year since I saw yon in the Sicilian boat, 
yet I have not forgotten. I shall not while I have 
life." 

His Yoice was very low ; he was wounded, but he 
could not be offended or incensed — by.her. 

She bent her head with a sweet and gracious 
gesture of amends and of concession. 

"Trae! Pardon me; I wronged yon. Nevár- 
theless, indeed rather hecamCt yon remember so 
well — I still say to yon, Go, and let us remain 
as strangers ! " 

All that was noblest in her spoke in those words : 
all that lingered^ best and trnest, in her, prompted 
them. She wished, for his peace, that he shonld 
leave her, because she knew his heart better far 
than he himself ; she wished — ^now, at the least — 
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that he whom she had rescued, should be spared 
from all shadow from her, from all love for her ; she 
wished — ^now, at least — to save him. From what? 
From herself. 

Yet it was not wiihout pain on her side also, 
ihoagh that pain was concealed, that she spoke. 

He looked at her steadily, the eamest, open, 
lojal, nnartificial nature of the man striring in vain 
to read the motive and the meaning of the woman, 
and failing, as men mostly do. 

His face grew very white nnder the warm brown 
left there bj Asian and Algerian suns. 

" If you command it, I must obey. My presence 
shall be no forced burden upon you. But you can- 
not command on me forgetfulness, and I could wish 
you had been merciful before, and left me to die 
where I lay." 

Unconsidered, spoken írom his heart, and the 
more profound in pathos for their brief simplicity, 
the words moved her deeply, so deeply, that tears, 
raxest sign of emotion with her that she had never 
known for years, rose in her eyes as they dwelt on 
him ; her lips parted, but without speech ; she stood 
silent. 

The day was very still; sheltered by the cedars 
from the heat» the golden light quivered about 
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them ; ihere was no sound but of the eicala among 
the pomegranate leaves, and of the waves breaking 
np against the marble palace stairs ; neither ever 
forgot that single hour when on one word the fáture 
hung. His eyes watched her longingly ; he did not 
ask who she was, whence she carne, for what reason 
she thos hade him go from her; he only remem- 
bered the glory of her loveliness, and the words in 
which she had said, "Go, and let ns remain 
henceforth as strangers." 

" Ánswer me, Madame," he said, briefly, " Do 
you, for yourself, command me to leave yon ? " 
" For myself ? No. I cannot command you — ^it 

is only for your sake " 

She paiised. What was, in truth, in her thoughts 
it would have been impossible to put in clear words 
before him ; she could not tell this man that what 
she feared for him was the love that he would feel 
forherself; and what she had said sufficed to give 
back to his heart its restless tumult of vague joys, 
sufficed to make the present hour in which he liyed 
full of sweet intoxication. 

" Then, since not for yourself you command, for 
myself I refuse to obey; refuse, now and for ever — 
come what will — ever to be to you again as a 
stranger." 
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The tremor was stiU in his Toice, bnt there were 
in ity too, the thrill of a triamphaiit gratitade, 
the recklefts resolve of a tropic passion: sha 
knew that the die was cast, that to send him 
from her now would detve bat litüe to make her 
memory forgotten bj him. She knew well enough 
that forgetñüness was a treasure for erermore 
beyond the reach of those who once had loved 
her. 

** Be it so ! We will have no more words on the 
matter," she said,* carelessly, as she passed onward 
with a loWy üght langh; her temperament wás 
variable, and she did not care that he should 
see that new unwonted weakness which had made 
her eyes grow dim at the chivaLy and pathos 
of his brief words. ^^The fantasies ot Uhland 
have made nd speak as poetically as themselves. 
My cotmsels were connsels of wisdom, bat since 
Wolfdieterich wíÜ rest under the linden, he must 
accept' the hazard ! How calm the Bosphorus is, 
tlie waves are hardly corled. There is my boat at 
the foot of the stairs ; it is not too warm yet for 
half an hour on the sea if yon wonld like to take 
the oars." 

Amomentago and she hadforbade him anylcnow- 
ledge of her, and had sought to dismiss ^ít» from 
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her presence ; now she spoke to him familiaxly and 
withont ceremony, with the charm of those first 
bríght 8weet hours of communion when strangers 
glide into friends ; that hour which either, in friend- 
ship 01^ in love^ is as the bloom to the fruit, as 
the daybreak to the day, indeñnable, magical, and 
fleeting. 

The caldque rocked on the water, half hidden 
iinder the hanging boughs of myrües at the landing- 
stairs, while the sea lay cahn as a snn-girded lake, 
nothing in sight éxcept a far-off fleet of olive'wood 
feluccas. And with one stroke of the oars among 
the frágrant wáter-weeds, the littlé curled gilded 
sea-toy floated sofÜy and slowly down the still grey 
waters that glistened like a lake of silver in the sun. 
Erceldbuüe was in ád ecstatic a dream as any opitan- 
eater. She hád cast away whatever thoughts had 
weighed on her when she had hade him leave her ; 
a step once táken, a decisión once given, she was 
not a woínan to vacillate in further doubt or in 
after regret, she was at once too proud and too 
nonchalant. She had bidden him, in all sincerity, 
remain a stranger to her ; he had refused to obey, 
and had chosen to linger in her presence. She let 
his will take its conrse, and accepted the present 
honr. The vessel dropped down the Bosphorus in 
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the snnlight, so smoothly, that a lazy stroke of the 
oars now and then sufficed to guide it along the 
shore, where the cypress and myrtle boughs drooped 
ahnost to the water, and the heavy odours of jessa- 
mine and roses floated to them from the gardens 
across the sea. Lying back among her cushions, so 
near him that he could feel the touch of her laces 
sweep across him as the breeze stirred them, and 
could see the breath of the wind steal among the 
chesnut masses of her hair that was drawn back in 
its own ríchness írom her brow and fastened with 
gold threads scarce brighter than its own hue, the 
fascination of Idalia — a danger that men far colder 
and better on their guard than he, fonnd themselves 
powerless against — gained its empire on him, as the 
spell of the Yenusberg stole on the will and the 
senses of the mailed knight Tannháuser. With a 
glittering gaiety when she would ; with a knowledge 
of the worldy yaried, it seemed, almost beyond any 
woman's scope ; with the acquisition of most lan- 
guages and of theür literature, polished and profound 
to scholarship; with a disdainful, graceful, ironic 
wit, delicate, but keenly barbed ; and with all these 
a certain shadow of sadnesQ, half scomfuly half weary, 
that yet gave to her at times an exquisite gentleness 
and a deeper interest yet» she would have had a 
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fatal and resisüess seduction, without that patriciaii 
grace of air and form, and that rarity of personal 
attractions, which made her one of those women 
whom no man looks on without homage, few men 
Tvithout passion. With the ease which long ac- 
quaintance with the world alone gives, she spoke on 
all topics, lightly, brilliantly, the languor or the 
satire of one moment changed the next to the 
poetry or the eamestness which seemed to lie full 
as much in her nature ; and even while she spoke 
of trines, she leamt every trait, every touch of his 
life, his character, his fortunes, and his tastes, 
though he never observed or dreamt of it — though 
he never noted in tum that in it all no word escaped 
her that could have told him who she was, whence 
she carne, what her past had been, or what her 
present was. The frank, bold, loyal nature of the 
man loved and trusted, and had nothing to conceal. 
She, in penetration as keen as she was in tact 
most subtle, read his life at will, while her own 
was yeiled. 

The caique dropped indolently down the shore, 
the oars scarcely parting the bright waters, the 
wannth of the day tempered by a low west wind, 
blowing gently from the Levantine isles, spice-laden 
with their odour. With the rise and fall of the 
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boaty with the perfumes of rose gardens borne on 
the air, with the boundless freedom of cloadless 
skies and stretching seas, there were blent the 
murmur of her voice, the fragrance of her hair, the 
glance, whose beauty had haunted him bj night 
and day, the fascination of a loveliness passing 
that even of his remembrance. It seemed to him 
as if they had been together for ever, drifting 
through the glories of an AviUion— as if, until now 
in all his life, he had never lived. He was like a 
man in enchantment ; the world seemed no longer 
real to him, but changed into a golden and tumul- 
tuous dream. 

Time, custom, ceremonies, aU grew vague and 
indifferent; it seemed to him as if he had loved 
this woman for an etemity. The passion suddenly 
woke in him would have broken its way into hot 
unconsidered words, but for that light chain lying 
on his love and binding it to silence which only 
gaye it more tenacity and more strength. She 
would not have been what she was to him could he 
have approached her with familiarity; could he 
have sought her as his mistress, she would have 
fallen as his ideal. 

No one could have called her cold who looked on ' 
the brilliance of her beauty, on the light of her 
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smile ; but the languor with which she tumed aside 
homage, and let words of softer meaning glide off 
her 'ear nnnoted ór unaccepted, gaye her animpe- 
netxability, a nonchalance^ a serenity, that were as 
itaopassable as coldness. 

" I may retum to-morrow ? " he asked her, when 
she at last had made him tom the caique back, and 
had taciÜy dismissed him. 

He spoke briefly, but his voice was very low, and 
there was entreaty in the tone that pleaded far 
more than a honeyed phrase would ever have done 
with her. Her eyes dwelt on him a moment, once 
more with that profound and undeiinable look 
of |H¿y. 

" Yes, since yon wish. I shall be happy to see 
you át dinner, if you will do me the honour. 
Adieu ! " 

She bowed, and moved to leave him. Something 
in his look as he answered her made her pause as 
she swept away, and stirred by a sudden impulse 
(impulse was rare with her), she waited an instant 
and held out her hand. 

He took it; and bending his head, touched it 
with his lips as reverently as a devotee would kiss 
his cross. She laughed a little as she drew it 
gently away. 
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'' We are not in the days of Castilian coi¿tesiés ! 
Farewell iintil to-morrow ! " 

And with that gracefal negligent movement which 
gaye her so languid a chann, she passed away from 
him into tbe villa ; and for Erceldoiine the son died 
out of the heavens, and all its beauty faded off the 
bright earth about him. 

He spent the remaining hours of the day alone — 
alone till long after nightfall — ^pushing a boat far 
out to sea, and letting it float at hazard, in the sun- 
set, in the twilight, in the phosphor-bnlliance of 
the moon, till the chant of the Muezzin rang over 
the waves with the dawn. His existence seemed 
dreamj, unreal, transfigured ; he neither heeded 
how time went ñor what he did; but lay leaning 
over the side of his boat gazing all through the 
night at the lighted lattices of her windows, where 
they glittered through the cypress and myrtle woods. 
He was in the first trance of a passion he had 
scomed. 



CHAPTER X. 

THE SOVEBEIGN OP THE ROUND TABLE. 

All the day Erceldoune spent aimlessly ; he took 
his rifle and went over wUd tracts of ouüying 
country, he never asked or kiiew where, but he 
scarcely fired a shot ; the hours seemed endless 
till they brought the eyening, and he walked on and 
on through sear deserted valleys, and over hills 
thick clothed with the sombre cypress, with little 
object except to throw off the fever in him by ex- 
hausting exercise and bodily fatigue. The tumul- 
tuous happiness and the resüess disquiet he felt 
were alike new to him; he was not a man easily to 
be the fool of his passions, or to let loóse his judg- 
ment in their intoxication ; he had held them down 
in almost as stern a curb as any of the iron knights 
of the Galatraya, and now, in solitude, and in the 
cahnness of moming, he saw his own peril and his 
own madness as he had not in the enchantment of 
her presence, or in the impassioned phantasies of 
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the night. He loved her; he did not disgoise 
it írom himself ; he was not likelj to mislead 
either his own mind or others by the veil of a 
specious sophistry; and in the fireshness and the 
abandonment of those first hours there carne 
the chillier memory of the bidding she had given 
hmiy to leave her and remain a stranger to her. 
Fear or doubt were alike alien to him. Yet, in 
calmer reason^ he could not but remember that 
Buch words must have their motive in some canse 
he could not fathom ; that their mere expresaion 
had been strange, and argued of mystery^ if not 
of evil. She had spoken nothing of herself ; there 
remained still miexplained, unguessed at, the cause 
she had had for the concealment of her ñame at 
Monástica, or of her presence at all in those barbarie 
Moldavian wilds. Who was she? What was her 
history ? He could not tell. Not even did he know 
whether she were wedded or unwedded ; whether his 
love could ever bring him any chance of happiness 
through it, or whether it were already forbidden and 
doomed to be its own misery, its own curse. He luaew 
nothing. And alone on the hill-side, with the vultuie 
wheeling above-head in the noon skies, and the 
cypress thickets stretching downward to the precipice 
beneath.his feet, a quick shudder ran through his 
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blood. Had he had the mastery of his life so loug 
only to yield it up now to break in a woman's 
hands ? Had he believed in and foUowed the ideal 
of his dreams only to suffer through her, and be 
divorced from her at the last ? 

He ground the batt of his rifle down into the 
loóse black soil. 

" It is too late now ! " he said, unconsciously, 
aloud. " She saved my life ; she shall claim it if 
she will. Gome what may, I will believe in her." 

It was a loyal and gallant oath, pledged to the 
sunbomt solitudes and the bine cloudless skies. 
Was she for whose sake it was sworn worthy of it? 

The world would have told him no, and» being 
questioned why, woald have answered in three 
words : 

" She is IdaHa." 

Anything of doubt, of depression, of pain, that 
had mingled with the tumult of his thoughts through 
the day, swept far away when the hour carne for him 
to go to her again. One of the Albanian men- 
servants ushered him through the hall and into the 
magnificent chamber, which, once the Oda of an 
Anderün, served now as the reception-room of the 
villa ; the curtains were drawn back, the biaza of 
light dazzled his sight, and his eyes, eagerly glan- 
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cing through the vastness of the space for the Coun- 
tess Vassalis, met instead the eyes of Víctor Vane. 

His first sensation was one of intense disappoint- 
ment, the next of intolerable impatience, the third 
of reckless hatred. He did not pause to remember 
how improbable it had been to think that she would 
have invited him alone to diñe at her table ; how 
unreasonable it was to suppose that a titled woman 
of so much youth and so much brilliance could Uve 
in solitude the life of a recluse ; how natural it must 
be that she was acquainted with a man of fashion- 
able repute and aristoeratic habits, who lived chiefly 
abroad, and knew almost every continental family 
of note ; he remembered none of these things ; he 
only realised his disappointment, he only saw before 
him the colourless face of the guest he had once 
entertained, and to whom he had felt that quick 
contemptuous dislike which a noted rider, an un- 
tiring sportsman, a desert-hunter, and a traveller 
impervious to fatigue, was certain to conceive for a 
delicate dilettante, an idle fiáneur, a rusé silken 
speculator and courtier, such as Vane appeared to 
him. 

Something in the very attitude of this man» more- 
over, as he leant against a marble consolé playing 
with a scarlet rose, and humming a Spanish Bolero 
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to himself, suggested the familiarity of custom, of 
iniimacy ; he looked like one in hís own home — ^not 
less 80 from the way m which he advanced to Ercel- 
doiine with a cordial, pleasant smile of welcome. 
His smüe was, indeed. always very sweet, and of a 
rareij winning promise. 

"Ah, Sir Fulke! — charmed to renew our ac- 
quaintance. I was delighted to hear from the 
Gountess that she expected the pleasure of seeing 
you this evening. I assure you I have never for- 
gotten your most comfortiDg hospitality on the 
moors; my only regret is that we have not come 
across each other before/' 

*'You do me much honour, and have a long 
memory for a mere trifle." 

Idalia had announced his acquaintance with her 
to Victor Vane : they had talked of him then ! He 
could not — ^would not — ^have spoken her ñame to 
friend or stranger. 

" The Gountess tells me that you think you met 
about here one of your Moldavian assassins/' pur- 
sued the other, not noticing, or not seeming to 
notice, the coldness with which his advances were 
met " I am not surprised — so many rascáis come 
eastwards. I hope you will be able to track the 
fellow ? " 
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"My only regret is, that I did not shoot him 
down." 

The answer was brief and stem. He could have 
shot down the man before him. 

" Ah ! great pity you didn't. Chivahry is wasted 
on these concbttieri ; I have seen too muoh of the 
scamps in Italy. That was a strange affair, that, in 
the Carpathians ? Motive was political, I shonld 
snppose ? " 

"Probably. Politics is the hospital for broken 
sconndrels." 

Vane laughed softiy and merrily. He was^ a 
polished gentleman and a polished diplomatist» and 
never betrayed it if he were hit. 

" Tnie enough ! I used to busy myself with 
IKditics once on a time; but, on my soul, I fonnd 
myself in sueh bad company^ that I was glad to 
throw np the cards, and leave the tables. Yoilá ! 
two of my best friends ! Allow me the honour of 
introducing them to one who, before long, I hope, 
will let me claim him to make a trío ! The Coimt 
Laraxa — Barón Falkenstiem — Sir Fulke Ercsel- 
donne." 

Erceldoune looked at the two men — Hnngarian 
andJThessalian. There was nothing of the adven- 
turer or the chevalier d' industrie, however, abont 
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either of them ; they were of courtly breeding and 
of genuino rank. 

^'Idalia is not here?'' said Laraxa, after the 
introduction, to Víctor Vane, who gave him the 
sUghtest possible sUencing glance of waming as he 
answered : 

" She will be, in a moment, I daré say." 

Erceldoune crushed his heel into the softness of 
the carpet with a passionate oath suppressed. What 
"was ibis man to her that he had title to cali her by 
her familiar ñame ? — ^what the other that he had a 
right to receive her guests, and speak of her actions ? 
At that moment Diomed threw open the broad 
double doors. In the flood of sunshine still pouring 
in through the westem windows there carne Idalia. 

She swept towards them with the dignity and 
grace of a woman long accustomed to homage 
'wherever she moved, and familiar with it to 
weariness. She gave the^ same reception to all, 
without a shade of diíference that could haye 
flattered any, except that, when dinner was an- 
nounced as served, with a slight bend of her head 
she signed Erceldoune to her, and laid her hand on 
his arm. She might have felt the quick tremor 
that ran through his frame at that signal of her 
preference, at that light touch of her hand : she 



286 IDALIA. 

did see the gladness and gratitude that shone in 
his ejes as they gazed on her, and a sigh un- 
consciously escaped her — a sigh, not for herself but 
for him. 

They passed into a large vaolted chamber, the 
walls of white marble, the drapeñes and conches of 
scarlet, the matting a silken amber tissue, the ceiling 
in fresco with wreaths of grapes and pomegranates 
raised in gold, and at one end a lofty fountain 
flinging its spray np among flowers. 

*'Who is that?" muttered Laraxa. "A mag- 
nificent man, and she seems to favour him. Is he — 
prey ? " 

'*No. He is a beggared Queen*s Messenger. 
Besides — don't yon remember the ñame? — he was 
Gonnt Conrad's Border Eagle. Take care what you 
say before him." 

Laraxa lifted his eyebrows : 
" Why, in Heaven's ñame, is he here ? " 
" Idalia's caprice ! You remember, she saved his 
life ; but take care — ^he may overhear." 

" But if Conrad " 

" Conrad is at Athens by now. Chut ! " 
The table was round, so that there was no place 
of precedence except the right hand of the hostess. 
The dinner was of as much sumptuousness and 
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elegance as if it had been served in París ; and the 
yarious Albanian, Negro, and Turkish attendants 
gave the entertainment an Axabian-like effect, 
heightened by the Eastem character of the confec- 
tionery and the Eastem froits and flowers. The 
still lingering sunset glow was shut out, and the 
chamber was illumined with wax-Iights in crystal or 
in candelabra at every point : everything about her 
spoke of no ordinary wealth, and had the air, more- 
over, of habitual luxury, even of habitual extrava- 
ganee. It might be only surface deep ; but that 
surface, at least, was brilliant. 

*^ My table is round, like Arthur's,'' said Idalia, 
with a smile/ as she sank into her chair. 
" There should be no precedence at a dinner-table : 
equality, at least, should exist'over soups and 
entrées ! " 

" Where the Countess Vassalis is, can there fail 
to be a place of honour ? '* 

She laughed softly : 

" You would have me say, like the O'Donoghue, 
' Where / am, is the head of the table/ That was 
a truer and haughtier pride than would have lain 
in a struggle for precedence. The answer always 
pleased me/' 

"And yet you are for equaUty, Madame?" said 
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Víctor Vane, with a signiñcanee in the tone that 
did not lie in the words. 

A certain contempt carne into her eyes and a 
slight flash on her cheeks. 

" My fancies,'at leafit, remain patrician : a woman 
is never compelled to he consistente' she said, with 
a negligent indiíFerence. 

Yet no phyeiognoinist who had studied the proud 
curve of her beautiful lips, or the firm mould of her 
delicate chin, would have said that inconsistency, or 
any need to take refuge in it, could ever be attri- 
buted to the Countess Vaissális, whatéver other 
errors might lie at her seore. 

"What can that man be to her?" thought 
Erceldoone, while the dark colour flal^hed over his 
brow. Vane had not been named as any re- 
lative : there was no difference in her manner to 
him from her conduct to others, yet hé had about 
him a nameless familiarity, graceful and polished 
like all his actions, which seemed to betoken in 
him either some sway over her or some accepted 
tie to her. Could he be her lover ? — her hus- 
band? The blood grew like ice in Erceldoune's 
veins as the thought glanced across him. He 
felt dizzy, blindad, sick at heart, and drank down 
unconsciously the great goblet. glass beside him 
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that they had £lled with champagne. The wine 
that he was used to drink like water felt now like 
so much ñre : the fever was in his Ufe, not in the 
liqoid. 

The dinner was as cholee and seductive a one as 
that with which the fah: intriguing Queen of Arragon 
suhdüed the senses and stole the allegiance of 
Villeña. There was a shadow of melancholy stíll 
on their hostess; but the dazzling glitter of her 
wit gained rather than lost by that certam disdain- 
ful languor — half scom, half weariness-^which 
was more marked in her that evening than when 
she had been with Erceldoune alone in the snnny 
süence of the Bosphorus. A woman far less eon- 
scious of her power than she was conscious of it, 
would have known that all these ínen loved her, and 
were, even if unknown to them, each pther's rivals. 
But the knowledge gave her no more sort of embar- 
rassment than if they had been guests of her own 
sex. She was well used to all conquest; used to 
men in all their moods and all their passions ; used 
to intoxícate them with a smile, to sübdue them 
with a glance. She took little wine, touching each 
Tariety with her lips; but once or twice she'drank a 
single draught of hot Chartreuse — a fiery liqueur 
that her sex rarely choose — ^and with it drove away 
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the shadow that seemed on her, and abandoned her- 
self to the gay glitter of the hour. Watching her, 
he could haye fancied, had not the thought been too 
fantastic, that she had taken the Chartrease as men 
take hot wines — ^to shake off thought, and give their 
spirits recklessness. Yet what could this woman, 
with her splendour, her power, her youth, and her 
fascination, desire that she had not ? What could 
be the canker at the core of that purple and odorous 
pomegranate flower of her Ufe ? 

The various courses were served admirably ; and 
he might have been dining at a palace for the 
lavishness of the banquet. There was great bril- 
liance, too, in the conversation ; for in her presence 
every one strove to shine. There was considerable 
freedom in the topics and in the wit — more than is 
customary in the presence of most women, though 
never actually sufficient to become licence ; but now 
and then there were flashes of jest at which Ercel- 
doune ground his teeth : they were a profanation to 
his ideal — a taint on his ángel. Unconsciously he 
had so idealised and etherealised her in his thoughts, 
that a soil of earth on her would defame if it were 
too late to dethrone her. *' That is not the tone in 
which men speak before a hostess they reverence," 
he said in his soul, with fiery bittemess, while he 
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glanced at her to see if she resented it. She lay 
back with her beautiful languor, laughing sofüy, 
slightly. She was either too familiar with it to note 
it, or if she felt resentment did not display it. 

When only the Turkish and Levantine fruits and 
crystallised confections remained on the table in 
their silver baskets, which dainty stataettes of 
Odalisque slaves and Greek girls held up in a 
shower of flowers, hookahs were brought round by 
a Nubian to each of the guests. 

" We have permission to smoke in your presence, 
then, madame ? " said Erceldoune, as the porcelain 
narghilé was set beside him. 

She looked up in slight surprise, as though the 
solicitation were new to her. 

" Oh, yes ! It is as necessary to you after dinner 
as your cup of cofíee. Is it not ? " 

" It is always welcome — since you have the com- 
passion to allow it," he answered her, as he raised 
the long amber-tipped tube. 
• She smiled. 

" Of course — ^why not ? That Latakia, I believe, 
is good ? All the rest of it, they tell me, was bought 
up by the French Legation." 

" It is excellent, full fragrance, but very soft. A- 
propos of the Chancelleries, at which of them shall 

YOL. I. B 
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I have the honoar of meetíng you most ?. As yet, 
you know, I am in ignorance of your nation." 

He spoke with the natural carelessness of so na* 
tiiral a question ; the Countess Yassalis most as he 
deemed be known by the representatives of all.ihe 
great Powers. A shadow of impatience carne on her 
face^ a defiant hauteur in her eyes. 

" Yon will meet me at none of the Embassies," 
she said, briefly and coldly. 

And in that moment Erceldoune saw Idalia a& he 
had never seen her before ; saw in her a certain 
grandeor of disdainfnl deñance, a certaia ouÜawed 
sovereignty as of one life against a world. 

'' The Countess Idalia has come to the East for 
rest," interposed Victor Vane, with his musical, 
gliding voice. " How is it possible to obtain it if 
you go en pénitence to those tedious travesties of 
little courts, his Excellency's receptions ? Yisiting 
your Ambassador is, I think, one of the severest 

penaltíes of foreign residence." 

" Our Eepresentative will consent, I daré, say, to 

reléase you from it if you petition him; or, most 
likely, he will not notice your choice de briüer par 
votre absence/' said Erceldoune, curtly. 

He knew the explanation was a diplomátic.lie ; he 
was tortured with bitter impatience to know why the 
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man*made himself her apologist, or had claim to ex- 
plain her actions ; his thoughts were in a couflict of 
conjecture as to the cause of her exclusión from the 
Embassies — for exclusión he believed it, by the 
look that for one instant he had seen upon her 
face. 

The access of vivaclty and abandon which a con- 
siderable amount of wine drunk, and the introduc- 
tion of tobáceo invariably produce, flowed into the 
conversation ; its gaiety grew very gay, and though 
there was still nothing that was licentious, there was 
a tone in it not customary before women of rank ; the 
anecdotes had a Bréda aroma, the epigrams^ had a 
Jockey Club flavour, the equivoques were fítted for 
a little gilded supper cabinet in the Maison Dorée ; 
such a freedom in any other hour would have added 
to its piquance and its savour to Erceldoune as to 
all other men, but it now lashed him into vehement 
pain and incensement ; it brought' the breath of the 
world — and of a very profane world — on the woman 
of his dreams, it desecrated and almost dimmed the 
beauty of his ideal. Out of the mists of death he had 
once wakened to see her face in the haze of the sun- 
light ; the face of an ángel, the face of his altar- 
picture at Monástica : when he sat here in the per- 
fume and lustre of the Eastem chamber, with the 

K 2 
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odoorá of wines and flowers, and spices and incensé, 
with the glitter of gold and azure, of BÍlver and 
scarlet, with light laughter and light wit on the air, 
he seemed to haye lost her again — lost her more 
cruelly. Even while cióse beside him, the richness of 
her beauty, the glance of her eyes, the touch of her 
trailing dress, the gleam of the diamonds on her hair, 
heightened her loveliness and heightened his passion, 
till the night seemed full of wild tumult to him, of 
fierce delight, and of as fiery a pain, there was still 
on him that deadly nameless sense of some im- 
pending loss. She was nothing to him, worse than 
nothing, if she were not what he believed her. Alas, 
where was there ever man or woman who reached 
the spiritualised standard of an idealic love ? 

The histre and splendour of the chamber, the 
artistic mingling of colour, the rich wines, the 
dreamy perfumes, the scented narcotics, these were 
all, he knew, the studied auxiliaries of a woman 
whose science was to beguile. But he dashed the ac- 
cursed suspicion firom him as quickly as it rose ; he 
had swom to believe in her, he would believe in her. 

When she at last rose and left the dinner-table, 
her guests rose too, and foUowed her. A timepiece 
was striking twelve when they entered the saíon. 

*' We have been long enough at dinner to satisfy 
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Bnllat-Savariu ! " said Idalia, glancing at it. "Do 
you like cardg, Sir Fulke ? " 

" I tbink no man could say bonesüy be did not, 
though it is the most dangerous of pastimes/' 
he answered her, with a smile. " I have seen its 
evils in South America, where, as in Fizarro's time, 
the oíd proverb still bolds good, and tbey ' game 
away the sun before it ríses/ " 

'* Many do that over other tbings than play, and 
before tbey know what their sun is wortb I '' sbe 
said, with that profound sadness which now and 
tben chequered ber careless brilliance with so dark 
a shadow. " We will have some baccarat, tben. I 
am fond of play — wben it is higb enougb.*' 

'^ I should not have thougbt that." ^ 

Sbe looked at bim Tvitb a smile; sbe knew bis 
reasons as well as though be bad uttered tbem ; 
there was sometbing of irony, more of melancboly 
in the smile. 

" No ? But it is true all the same. Why should 
it not be ? Higb play is excitement, and it wbirls 
thougbt away.'' 

"But you should baye no tboughts that are 

* *i 
pam. 

" Those are idle words I There are few Uves 

without pain, there are none without reproacb.'' 
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She tnmed from him with someiliing of im- 
paüence, and as her Albanians wheeled the card- 
table nearer, sank into her couch, drawing some 
carda to her» She looked a woman to lean over a 
balcony in a starlit Southern night, and listen to 
a poetas canción, or a loyer's whisper stealing np 
through the mormurs of the leaves with thé reverent 
worship of Petrarca; not one to need the feverish 
ezcitation of the gamester's reckless hazards. Who 
was she ? what was she ? this mystery whom men 
ealled Idalia? he wondered] ceaselessly in eager 
unrest. 

The baccarat commenced. 

She played with the skill of her country, if that 
country were Greece, as her ñame implied ; played 
like one accustomed to control chance by pro- 
ficiency: but also with that altérnate lisüessness 
and eagemess which marks fhose who seek it as a 
distraction from those who crave it out of avarice. 
It was its excitement that was gratefol to her, the 
' rapid changes and chances. When she lost, she 
lost with an absolute indifference, and she staked 
her gold with a lavish extravagance that seemed to 
disdain speculation. Once or twice Erceldoune 
almost thought that she sought to guide the success 
of the hazard towards himself ; if so, she sacceeded ; 
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he won considerably, to his own displeasure, and 
she did not. Over and over again, when the current 
of chance ran for her, she lost it, either listlessly, 
with that careless scomfal weariness peculiar to 
her, or wifh a recklessness that made her throw 
large snms away while she langhed over a bon- 
mot. Two hours passed rapidly in the whirl of the 
game, leaving him winner of some heavy sums. 
Her eyes rested on him a moment, on the dark 
soldier-líke grandeur of his head, which the rich 
colonrs and light of the room behind him threw up, 
as a noble Spanish head by Morillo might be thrown 
np on an iUuminated backgronnd of gold and scarlet ; 
fhen, at a slight pause in the game, she rose, sweep- 
ing her laces about her. 

" Play on by yourselves, mes amis, as long as you 
will. I am constant to nothing — ^the privilege of a 
woman ! — and I shall take a cup of coffee/' 

They aU rose, as of course she knew.that they 
would, and gathered about her, while two Nubians 
brought round trays of Mocha and bonbons. It 
had been her caprice that Erceldoune should be a 
gainer by fhe baccarat, and she had secured her 
point without any semblance of effort. The ex- 
pression used by more than one to her con- 
ceming him, had impressed her with the idea that 
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bis necessities for money were far greater than they 
were. 

Taking their coffee, they stood about ber by tbe 
marble basin of tbe fountain. As tbe nigbt grew 
late, as tbe wine and tbe incensé and ber constant 
presence added beat to tbeir mutual rivabry, tbe 
bands of courtesy began to loosen, tbe instinctive 
jealousy tbat was rife among tbem began to seetbe 
up in covert words and bitter ironies. Ercel- 
doune resented tbeir presence, tbey resented bis; 
even tbe brigbt soft barmony always cbaracteristic 
of Yictor Vane began to sbow a gleam of con- 
straint and impatience beneatb it. Any watcber 
migbt bave seen tbat it needed but Very sligbt 
provocation, a very little more licencei to remove 
tbe curb tbat lay on tbem, and to let tbeir enmity 
break into feud, mere strangers tbougb tbey were 
to one anotber. Sbe saw tbis, but it excited in ber 
no passing agitation even, no tbougbt of difficulty ; 
sbe was used to see tbe strongest tempests at riot, 
and to control tbem, if sbe cared to do so, with 
a glauce or a word; often sbe let tbem destroy 
tbemselves by tbeir own violence. Now sbe lefb 
tbem and ran ber bands over tbe keys of tbe 
grand piano wbicb stood near tbe fountain, and witb 
bardly a cbord of prelude sang a rich Bomaic ode, 
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a moontain song with the oíd war-ñre of Helias in 
it. Her Yoice was of an exquisite beauty^ highly 
coltivated and eloquent as any Pastaos, and it rang 
through the silence, throbbing on the air, and echo- 
ing far out to the night, where it was answered by 
the beating of the waves and the mnsic of the night- 
ingales among the roses. Those round her were 
stilled as by a sudden spell. She sang on, scarcely 
pausing, grand, mournful, impassioned chants, now 
Bomaic, now Sicilian, now Yenetian ; songs of the 
nations, of the poets, of the hours of freedom, of the 
glories that were gone from Helias and from Borne j 
songs of a profound pathos, of an etemal meaning. 
Neither Mozart ñor Beethoven ever gave richer 
melodies than were those poems brought from the 
past, from the peoples, from the heart of dying 
nations, and from the treasures of their perished 
liberties. 

Erceldomie leant against the white shaft of the 
marble walls, with his head bent ; music always had 
power over him, and it gave her back all the divinity 
of his dreams, all the power of his lost ideal. Never, 
since the ñrst moment when she had stooped to him 
with that one word " You ! " had he seen her look 
as she looked now ; those were the eyes that had 
bent above him with an angel's pity, when he had 
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lain dying in the snnlight. Anythmg of ker empire 
that had been hazarded in ihe past few hoors she 
recoyered tenfold ; anything of abhorrent doubt fhat 
had stolen into his loyalty and faith to her, was 
swept away and forgotten. 

He believed in her — ^he worshipped her! Not 
leas so, when with a shock of surpríse, and all the 
Border-blood warming in him, he heard her sing 
the Scottish sonnet, beautifol and living still as the 
iraters of the Esk, by which it was wñtten : 

Sleep, silence' cliild, sweet father of soft rest, 
Frince, whose approach peace to all moitals brings, 
Indifferent host to shcpherds and to kings, 
Solé comforter of minds that are opprest, 
Lo ! by thy charming rod all breathing things 
lie filumberíng with forgetfuLness possest. 

The words, only the sweeter for the lingering 
softness of the foreign accent, carne to his ear like 
the breath of his mountain air over the heatlier ; as 
they died off the air he leaned eagerly forward : 

"You know our poems? You believe that 
beauty may come even out of our rugged glens ? " 

" Surely every one knows Drummond? The 
gentle Cavalier who died of his Master^s death? 
Yon must often have seen Hawthornden, I sup- 
pose ? " 
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"It was my favourite haunt in my boyhood, 
though I believe I thought more of the birds I shot 
in the glen, and the water-fowls of the Esk, than of 
Drummond himself at that time." 

" And yet there was Patria -in every Kne of your 
face when you heard his sonnet just now," she said, 
with a smüe. 

" Ah ! you know that Pope says, 



* A Scot would fight for ** Christ's Kirk o' the Green. 
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To hear any of the oíd ballads is like heañng a 
trompet-call ; besides — Drummond's words on yowr 
lips ! I cannot tell you what they were to me." 

He paused abruptly, the silence more eloquent 
than any words could have been. 

'^You have never heard me speak English," she 
said, carelessly. '' In truth, if you will pardon me, 
it is the language I like least. Its low Dutch, with 
all the exotic additions that have grown on it, is too 
hard for my lips ; and I have rarely had occasión to 
use what knowledge I ^possess of it. Apropos of 
Scottish poetry, are you descended firom the 
Khymer?" 

" We believe him to have been of the same race.; 
but what is known of him is so enveloped in legend, 
that it is hard to trace. Thomas himself has grown 
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almost mythical, thoagh 'Syr Tristam' is im- 
mortal." 

" Yes ! because Syr Tristam's foUy is repeated by 
all men, through all ages." 

''Folly? It merits a better ñame; it was, at 
least, fideUty ? " 

" Folly ! Fidelity ! They are synonyms for 
love. L'un vaut Vautre" 

" Would you never, then, believe in passion as 
enduring as Tristam's ? " 

" For Ysonde, who is another man's wife ? Oh 
yes ! that is a very common feature. The love is so 
charming because it is forbidden ! " 

The evening was very still ; the stars shining in 
myriads above the cypress and ilex woods, the 
heavy odours of roses and basilica on the air, and 
through the boughs of the cedars silvery gleams and 
flashes of the phosphorescent water. She left her 
seat as she spoke, and went out on to the terrace, 
and lea^ed a moment over the marble wall. 

'' How cool^ how tranquil ! And we spend such a 
night over hot wines, and idle jests, and feverish 
play ! " 

To his heart, to his lips, rose words in unisón 
with that sweetness of the night, bom from the 
intoxication of the hour: as though she felt them 
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ere they were uttered, and would have them remain 
unspoken^ she leant slightly towards him. 

" Go home by yourself — with none of them, if 
they inyite you. I don't mean/' she added, witii a 
laugh, '' because they will knock you down to steal 
your winnings ! They are not so low as that — 
yet." 

The whisper was low and very rapid; surprise 
was the dominant feeling that it awoke in him, 
joined with something of a vivid wondering delight 
— she thought of his welfare ! 

" Your wish is my law," he answered her. " Do 
with my life what you will — it is yours." 

"No. Not mine. It is a noble trust; never 
give it rashly." 

There was a step beside them. 

"A beautiful night, indeed," said Victor Vane. 
"A picture of Gherardo> and a poem of Hafiz! 
Certainly we never know what stars are till we come 
to the East." 

" Never," said Idalia^ tuming to him ; " and now 
you may retum to Stamboul by their light. After 
their poetry come their practical uses. I shall dis- 
miss you all now ; I am tired. Good night ! " 

Lightly as the words were spoken, eagerly as 
they longed to dispute the dismissal, unscrupulous, 
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at least, as were some of those about her, all 
were constrained to obey her command — all were 
powerless to remain in her presence. Erceldoone 
was the ñrst to accept her dismissal ; he would not 
offer her even so mnch insult as would have laid in 
hesitation, and he took his farewell of her instanÜy 
and aLnost in silence. 

Vane followed him with his glance. 

" Why have yon taken to patronise that Border 
moss*trooper, madame?" he asked, with a slight 
satirical laugh. '* He is nothing bnt a coorier, and 
has only an owVs roost at home that foxes bnrrow 
in, and cobwebs keep fumished. He is a rongh 
rider and a wild shikari, nothing else ; they are odd 
titles to your preference." 

She looked him steadily in the eyes : 

" He is a frank and gallant gentleman ; that is, 
perhaps, as strange a one ! It may be odd that I 
shotüd care to see an honest man by way of variety ; 
but — since it is my caprice, harm him at your 
peril." 

Her guests were gone. 

In solitude she sank down in the depths of a 
couch, with the light still playing on the dia- 
monds in her hair, and her eyes watching the 
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fall of the showeriiig spray into the basin of the 
foontain, where scarlet roses swayed into the lily- 
laden waters. She gave a weary, restless sigh as 
she thrust back the bñgbt masses of her hair 
farther from her temples, and, leaning her cheek 
on her hand, gazed absently into the glancing 
surface. There was something of reléase, some- 
thing of regret, something of self-reproach in her 
attitude and in her thoughts; though these were 
checked by and mingled with a careless ironic 
triumph, and a royal habit of command and of 
disdain. 

"Have I done more wrong?" she said, half 
aloud, whUe her prond head fell. " Greater wrong 
than ever ! He is loyal and lion-hearted — a brava 
chivalrous genüeman : he should not come amongst 
fi8 ! The others can play at diamond cut diamond ; 
the others are fairly armed, and haye but their 
weapons turned against them. But he is of different 
mould : he will sufiFer — ^he will suffer terribly ! '' 



CHAPTER XI. 

PAIRY-GOLD. 

In fhe füll noon heat of ihe next day — ^heat that 
brooded on the hills and glistened on the sea, in 
which tbe leaves and the fiowers drooped, and the 
sails of the feluccas hung stirless — ^Idalia moved 
slowly and thoughtfully up and down her reception- 
room> the sunlight straying in chequered rays 
through the chinks of the shutters, and falIÍDg fit- 
fally across her. The wolf-hound foUowed her step 
for step ; there was not a sound except the falling 
of the fountains and the buzzing of a little humming- 
bird tangled among the flowers. There was a certain 
shadow on her, but it was not that of grief, still less 
was it that of any tremolous effeminate sorrow ; it 
was haughty, unrestful, with much of doubt, much 
of rebellion, much of disdain in it — the shadow 
that was on the Eeine Blanche in the fetters of 
Fotheñngay, on Marie Antoinette in the presence of 
Mirabeau. There was an intense scom in the dark 



soft lastre of her eyes-^the ejes of ai Georgían or a 
Greek. She was netted closely in, in a net of par* 
tially her own past weaving : self-reproach was not 
the least keen of many regrets that were heavy upon 
her, and the world was.against her; hut she was not 
vanquished ñor intin^idated. 

She carne and paused before an open cabinet, on 
whose writing-stand lay a pile of letters. Her eyes 
rested on the one that lay uppermost, and reád its 
lines for the second time with disdain, reviilsion, 
pity» impatience, and loathing all mingled in her 
glance. 

" He always wants money ! He would give his 
soul for money ; and yet he throws it away as idly 
as the winds ! '' she thoughtj while her hand absently 
caressed the-great head of th^ hound. '* Well! }ie 
can have it. I will always give him that. I would 
give it him all-*-down to the very diamonds — if he 
would kave me firee, if he would cut away every link 
of the past, if he would go and never let me see his 
face again. " 

Yet still, though there was much of profound . 
dejection and heart-sickness at her life upon her, 
there was no fear in itj and no sadness that had not 
as much disdain. She laid both hands on the dog's 
broad forehead, and looked down into his eyes. 

TOL. I. 8 
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** Oh, Sulla ! when <mB life is choflen, is tteie lu^ 
escape into ancther ? If we aeeept error in blaid-' 
ness once, is there no laying it down ? ' Platardi 
has wiitt^i, * When we sea ihe diahononr of a tUng, 
then is it time to renoonee it' Bnt whai can we do 
if we cannoi — ^if it stay with nsi and wiU not forsake 
ns? Howcan Jbefreefromit?" 

But bondage was not snbmission; and she waa 
like the Palmyran or Icenian qneens — ^made a dave« 
but all a sorereign stilL 

A hnmming-bird flew against her, aad, frightened, 
tangled itself among her lace. She pnt her hand 
over ity and canght it, stroked smooth the litüe 
mffled wingg, laid her lips geotly on its bii^t head» 
and, opening one of the lattioee, loosed it, and let it 
fly into the snnny air. 

** Liberty ! ^ Liberty ! It is worth any sacrifice," 
she saíd, half alood, as she watched the bird's flight 
through the gsrdens and ontward to the sea. 

At that moment a Nnbian slare threw open «the 
broad double doors of jasper at the end of the 
chamber, the hangings before it were flnng aside, 
and Erceldonne entered her presencé. 

She had said it woold be best that he shonld 
remain absent; yet he was not in error when he 
thought that the smile she had giren him last m^ 
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waa scareely so sweet as that she gave him now. 
He seemed half her own by tiüe of that death-hour 
in which she had felt for the faint beatings of faÍB 
heart, and had watched beside him in the lonelinesfr 
of the Carpathians. She conld not forget that this 
man's strong life would have perished but for her. 

Ue owed her a debt — the debt of faith, at the 
least. Whatever she might be to others, to him she 
had been as the ángel of life. Moreover, there was 
in Idalia, overlying the proud eamestness that was 
in her nature, a certain nonchalance — a certain 
langoid carelessness — ^that made her look UtÜe 
beyond the present honr, and.change her tempera- 
ment as immediate influences preyailed. The tra- 
ditíon of birth gave her some blood of the Comm- 
neni in her yeins; and the insouciance of an' 
epicurean, with tiie hanghty power of imperial 
pride, were blent in her as they had been in Manuel. 
Therefore> since he had chosen to put aside her 
first waming, she aüowed him now to come as he 
would. 

As for him, life was a paradise — a delirium; and 
he gave himself up to it. The earth had etemal 
summer for him, and wore an etemal smile. He 
sat near her in the shaded light and sweet incensé 
of the chamber, while they spoke of things that 

8 2 
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served to yeil the thoughts baming beneath Iiís 
commonest words ; they strolled through the cedar 
aisles» and through the fields of roses, as the heat of 
the day faded, and the breeze began to stir among 
the splendours of {he flower-wildemess ; they passed 
the sonset honr on the sea, watching the day díe 
ont in glory, and the fire from the west glow over 
the Marmora waves, and tinge the distant snow- 
crests of Mount Ida and Olympus. 

"When the litile caique floated slowly homeward 
dowu the waters, the evening star — ^the star of 
Astarte — ^had risen. Through the opened windows 
of her villa the lights of the banqueting-room glit- 
tered, and the table stood ready served, with the 
Albanians and Nubians waiting about it. She hade 
him stay, if he would, and he was her only guest. 
Had her wines been opium-drugged, they could not 
have brought him dreams more fatally fair — a luUed 
delight more sure to wake in bittemess — ^than they 
gave him now. The charms for every sense, the 
beauty of the chamber, the odours of the flowers^ 
the oriental languor pervadíng the very air — all that 
he had felt the night before h» felt tenfold now : 
then a passionate jealousy» a resiless doubt, had 
haunted him; now he was alone, and on him only. 
did her smile glance, did her eyes fall. 



1 
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There was on her this night an iññnite gentleness, 
a gracious sweetness, often tínged with sadness, 
though often bright, brilliant, and illumined with 
nll the graoe of talent. But at the same time there 
was the sovereignty which, in her solitade> guarded 
her as an empress is guarded in a Court, which 
made her as secure írom words of warmer tinge 
.than what she chose to hear, as she was carelessly 
disdainful of the precise customs of the world. He 
felt that she forbade him to approach her with any 
whisper of love ; he knew that to take advantage of 
his admission to her solitude, to give any utterance 
to the passion in him, would be to be banished from 
it then and for ever. He felt this though she never 
spoke, never hinted it; and even while the restrio- 
tion galled and stung him most, he most revered 
her for it, he most honoured and adored in lier the 
holiness of his ideal. 

There was a difference in her from the evening 
before ; while her gaiety was less, the darker shadow 
was also far less upon her. She had scarcely 
touched the wines, and of play she did not speak; 
it might be but the ** hope which out of its own self 
creates the thing it longs for/' but he could have 
believed that for the few hours of the present she 
had resigned herself to happiness — happiness ia 
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bis presenee. The tfaoii^t seemed wüd to Imn» 
bftseless and thíh even to madness ; he told famisdf 
ibat it was a presninptiioiis folly, and he feli that 
her genüeness to him, her saaiíle opon faún» were 
only snch feeling as a woman might well testífy^ ín 
mere pity^B sake^ to one whom ahe had fonndin 
deadly peni» and whom ahe had lestored to life 
on tfae Terjr brink of the graye. And, indeed, 
there was a weary, rojal graee alwaya' in 'bar, 
which would have made a man» fax [vaíner than 
Erceldotme cotüd erer become, long doubt Ms own 
power erer to more her heart 
' He aaked nothing, heeded notiiing, donbted no- 
thing. He moved^ acted, spoke, ahnost as mechar 
nieally as one in the miconsciousness of ferer. li 
was love of which men have died before now ; noi 
•of brqj^en hearts» as poeta say, bnt of its intoxieation 
and its reaction, as in a death-dranght of opinm or 
digitalis* 

She divined well enongh all that was nnutiiered 
on his lips. She let his idolatry be fostered 
by all of scene, time^ place, and (he spells of 
her own loreliness that a studied coquette coold 
have devised, yet she repressed any expression of 
that worship as a woman of the world alone can 
do, wiihout any word that was cold, any glanee 
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tfcat wasTebiike» yet prondly, distinctly, aad beyond 
resistance. 

ShefoUowed'iheimpiibe, fhe caprice perhaps, oí 
th^momeut» wíthout defimte parpóse or ihonght ai 
all. ':For ihe last eight years men had never ap- 
pnHiched Iier saTé to love ; it was a fhoasand-time 
ióU tale to her. If her lieart had lost its freshnessi 
ortíts pity, tiiere tsonld be Ettle marvel in it, eren 
ifaoo^ ihere ^ere nmch blame. 

The chant of the Imamn rang np from the shore, 
deep and sonorons, eallingonthe Faithfál to prayer, 
an honr brfore midni^t. She listened dreamily to 
ihe echoes ihat seemed to linger among the dark 
feliage. 

** I like those naÜonal calis to prayer/' she said, 
as she leaned over the parapet, while the fire-flies 
glitteved among the mass of leaves as the diamond 
sprays glistened in her hair. ** The Aye María, the 
Yespers, the Imatim's chaíit¿ the salutatíon of the 
dawn or of the night, the hymn before sleep, or 
before the son; — ^you have none of those in your 
ohüL idands ? Toa have only weary ritaals, and 
stuccoed chorcheSy where the * Pharisees fbr a pre- 
tence make loo^ prayers ! ' As if ihat was not the 
best^*-the only — temple ! " 

She glanced apward at the star-stadded sky, and 
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on her face was that grayer and genÜer look which 
had come there when she sang. 

** I haye held it so inaBy a time/' he answered 
her, "lying awake at night among the long grass of 
tbe Andes, or under the palms of the desert. It 
was a strange delusion to bnild shrines to the hononr 
pf Qod while there are still his own — ^the foresta 
and the monntaíns. Bnt do not cali my comitry 
cold; we are not cold; there are bold lives among 
U8 ; and we can love — ^too well for our own peace." 

His yoice had a rich melody in it, and was nn- 
steady oyer the last words; in his eyes» as they 
bomed in the shadows of the night, she saw a pas« 
sion as intense as ever glowed under the sons of 
Asia, the stronger for the rein in which it was still 
held. 

She was silent a moment, then she laughed a 
little ; very soffcly. 

** Do not repudiate coldness ; it is the most pre- 
cious gifik the fates give, if it be not the most poetic. 
Bemember what your namesake of Erceldonne foand 
when thé Elf-Queen granted him his prayer ; where 
he thought he held an ángel he saw a loathsome 
shadow. The legend covers a wise waming/' 

" Ay ! — but even while the horror of the shadow 
and tbe treachery were on him he had faith in her ; 
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and his i&íth was justified ; it gave him, in reward, 
his bright, iminortal love." 

She tumed her head and looked at him» gently« 
pityingly, almost tenderiy. 

" Ah ! you are too loyal for tliis world, far too loyal 
to spend your heart on any woman's love. It is 
only fairy gold, believe me, which, if you took it, 
woold tum to ashes in your hand. And now, — a 
safe ride homeward to you, and good night.*' 

She held her hand out to him with a sweet and 
gracious gesture, the more marked in her because 
she never gave her hand in familiar salutation ; he 
bent over it, and touched it with his lips, a lingering 
kiss in which all his silenced heart spent itself. 

She did not rebuke him ; she had not power to 
speak coldly or chidingly to the man whose life 
was owed her, whose head had rested in his dying 
hour on her bosom. As he rodé slowly out down the 
cedar avenue that passed in front of the terrace he 
looked up ; she was leaning still over the marble 
parapet, her form distmct against the dark masses 
of myrüe foliage, the brilliance of the moonlight 
shining fuU upon her from the sea. She gave him 
a farewell sign of her hand as he bowed tp his 
saddle, such as írom her palace-prison Queen 
Ysonde might have given to her lover ; and Ercel- 
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doiuae went on tfaroogh the fragrant night, his 
horse's feet beating ont rích odoors from the trailing 
leatvSy dizzy ^fix that riot of hope, joy,- beUef, and 
deedre, which is too tamnltaous and impatíent for 
happiness, bat yet is happy beyond all that the 
worid holds. She remained long m her solitude 
opon the teirace, gazing down into the shelving 
álopes of leaf and blossom, where the fire«flies made 
the woodland as star-stadded as the skíes. 

'* It is too late now — ^he would never forget noiv^** 
nhe mnrmnred. '* I tried to save him, «nd he would 
not be saved ! " 

SaTed from what ? Saved from her. 

A litüe while before, and in her own gardens at 
Naples, a brave boy, in the brigfatness of his yonth, 
had been run through the heart in a rapier duel for 
her sake ; and she had not felt a tithe so much 
pain as lay on her now, so mnch weary, passionate, 
and'vain regret. Then xnany liad ealled her heart- 
less, and the mother of the dead boy had cnrsed 
her with pitiless curses; none woidd have calledher 
heartless now. 

For seren or eight dajrs time carne and pássed 
away» spent thns. He sought her in the warm 
•amber noons, stayed with h^r amidst the wildemess 
of roses, and diifted with her down the sonny sea 
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'ftlong the Bosphoms ehore, and left her only when 
ihe midnight stars rose over the minarets oí the cit^ 
of Gonstantine. He met no one in her Tnrkish 
Tilla, and she let him come in this familiar nnbroken 
interconrsó as though it were welcome to her; as 
thongh, indeed, their fidendship had been ihe long- 
accustomed growth of years. He asked noihing, 
heeded nothing ; he never pansed to recaí that there 
was any defiance of cnstom in the intercoturse be- 
tween them, or to note that she, with her wealth 
and her splendour, was as ntterly alone as thou^ 
she were a reclnse of Monnt Athos ; he never ob- 
served that she kept.silence on all that could have 
explained her presence in Moldavia, or gíven him 
accomit of the position and the character of her life ; 
he never noticed, he never recollected ; — ^he was lost 
in a day-dream of such magic that it lolled him to 
oblivion of everything save itself, and all criticism, 
all reason, all doubt, were as impossible in him as 
insult and outrage to her. His own natnre was one 
too boldly free, too accnstomed to the liberty of 
both action and thonght, too litüe tolerant of the 
ceremonials and conventionalities of the world, to 
be awake to the singalarity of her reception of him 
as others might have been. Moreover, while she 
allowed him this unrestrained commnnion with her« 
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he would have been a yainer man far than- Ercél- 
doone who could have flattered himself that this 
was done because her heart was touched; orwho 
should have brougbt on him bis exile for ever by 
warmer entreaties for a softer joy iban friendsbip. 
Wbile untrammeled by any of the bonds of conven- 
tionality, wbile accustomed to a liberty of tbougbt, 
of speecb, of aot tbat brooked no dictator, wbile 
distinguisbed by a careless negligence of custom 
and of opinión tbat was patrician even wbilst it was 
bobemian, Idalia still kept tbe ligbt but inexorable 
reín upon bis passion, wbicb forbade bim to pass 
tbe bounds tbat sbe tacitly prescribed to bim. He 
was a bold and daring man enougb; in bis early 
days be bad been steeped in vice, tbougb be bad 
leamed to loatbe it; be was impassioned in bis 
pursuit of ber as any lover tbat tbe Asian suns bad 
ever nurtored to tbeir own beat. But be loved ber 
as William Graven loved tbe Winter Qaeen, as 
George Douglas the White Queen. 

One who should not have cared for ber — ^if such 
there could have been — ^would have found an infinite 
variety, an endless charm in her companionsbip. 
Sbe had travelled in most countries, sbe was familiar 
with most nations, sbe bad knowledge of tbe classic 
and the oriental literatures, deep to a scbolar*s scope 
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and warmed with the picturesque hue of an imagi- 
nation naturally luxuriant, thougli the world had 
joined with it an ironic and contemptuous scepticism 
that gave the keenness of wit, side by side with the 
colour of a poet, to her thoughts and to her words ; 
she understood men pitilessly> human natura un* 
erringly, nene could have pahned off on her a false 
mask or a glossed action ; she had seen and known 
the world in all its intricacies ; the variety of her 
acquirements was scarcely so singular as the variety 
of her experience ; and the swift change of her mood, 
now grave to melancholy, now careless to caprice, 
now thoughtful with a profound and philosophic 
insight into the labyrinths of human Ufe, now gay 
with the nonchalant and glittering gaiety of bohe- 
mían levity, gave her much of inconstancy, it is 
true, but gave her infinitely more of charm and 
enchantment. 

Evening fell once more, closing in the eighth day 
that their intercourse had thus passed on since 
the night when he had found her as he had hunted 
the Greek to his death; they had lingered with* 
out moving in the banqueting-room ; the wines, and 
flowers, and fruits still standing on the table ; no 
light stronger than the clear vivid moonlight shining 
on the &eshly-cut flowers that strewed the gronnd, 
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** The Boman Emperors ! " she repeated. *' When 
the ñame was a travesiy, an ignominy, a reproach ! 
Whea Barbarians thronged the Forum, and the 
representative of Galilee fishermen claimed power in 
the Capítol ! Yes ; I descend — they say — ^firom the 
Commneni ; but I am far prouder that, on the other 
hand, I come from puré Athenians. I belong to 
two boried worlds. But the stone throne of the 
Areopagas was greater than the gold one of 
Manuel." 

*^ You are the daughter of Emperors ? you are 
worthy an empire." 

His were the words of no flattery of the hour, but 
of a homage as idolatrous as was ever offered in the 
fair shadows of the Sacred Groves of Antioch to the 
goddess from whom she took her ñame. And there 
was a great pang at his heart as he spoke them; he 
thought of the only thing on earth he called his 
owUy those crumbling ruins to the far westward, by 
the Cheviot range, where the scarlet creepers hid 
the jagged rents in the walls, and owls roosted 
where pnnces once had banqueted. 

** An ^mpire ! J. thought so once/* she an^wered, 
with a lowy slight laugh. " I had dreams — of the 
sceptre of my ancestors, of the crown of the Violet 
City^ of an Utopia here^ where east and west meet one 
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-another, and nature would give us a paradise if men 
did not mak€ us a hell. Dreams — dreams — ^youth 
is all a dream, and Ufe toa, some metaphysícians 
'say. Where shall we waike, I wonder, and how — 
•for the better ? It is to be hoped so, if we ever 
wake at all, wbich is more than doubtful 1 ** . 

There was an accent of sadness in the opening 
words, but the rest were spoken with that irony 
which, while it was never bitter, was more contemp** 
tuous than bitterness in its half languid letity. He 
looked at her with a vague and troubled pain — 
there was .so much in the complexity of her nature 
that was veiled from him ; seeing her Ufe but dimly» 
there was so much of splendour, so much of melan- 
chdly in it, that exiled him from her, and that 
oppressed him ; the more magnifícent her lineage or 
her fortunes, the farther she was from him. 

" You have one empire already," he said, almost 
abruptly, in the tumult of the suppressed thoughts 
in him — " a wider one than the Byzantine ! Yoü 
can do what you will with men's Uves. I have 
nothing, I can lose nothing, except the Ufe you gave 
me back ; but if I had aU the kingdoms of the earth 
I would throw them away for——" 

The eagemess in his voice dropped suddenly, 
leaving the words unfinished ; he crushed them into 

YOL. I. T 
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sikilce wiih a fierce effort She glanced at him 
witb ihat graceful negligence with which she silexzced 
aU Bhe would not hear. 

'*No kÍBgdom would be a tithe so peíacefal as 
your manhood and your hcmour, Never peril those 
for any woman ; there is not one Worth the Iobs." 

The flash of a gíddy, exultant, incredulous' raptare 
ran like lightning tibrough his yeins for a moment. 
.She had sofüy repulsad, but she had not rebuked 
him; she hadkaown at what his words paused» and 
the smile she had given him had a light in it that 
was almost tendemess. He did not ask, hedid not 
thin^, where his hope began or ended ; he did not 
weigh its meaning, he dared not have drawn it to 
the light, lest elose seen it should have faded ; he 
-tonly felt — 

So my eyes hold her ! "WTiat is worth 
The best of heayen, the best of eaxth I 

^^ There it liesT' she pursued, dreamily, restíng 
het eyes on the distant minarets and roofs of Con- 
stantinople, rising dear and dark in the lastre of 
the moon, andimmed by even a floating cload. 
"And all its glories are dead. The Pórphyíy- 
chamber and the Tyrian dyes, the Pandects and the 
Lábarnm, ihe thunder of Chrysostom and the violets 
of child-Protus— they could not make the cily Uve 
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Üiat «had daród to dethrone Borne ! The bordes of 
ÜiaPorert «hd Üie Desértrateiiged tiie iRnrongs of 
the iScipfi and tiie Jdlü. It Uras büt jnst ? " 

^As'^tiie floldiers of Islam ATenged the gods of 
Gbeece. Aphicodite pexished that Arians might lage^ 
and :tiíe béaatífal myihiís Ims swept away, that hell 
añd 'the devil Biight be bélieved in instead ! Wben 
fhe Creseent glittered tiiere, it half redressed the 
wzangs of jóxa Olympas." 

''And we reign still ! *' 

i3he tomedy as she spoioe,^ toimaids the wéstem 
rnáasi irhere the sea-line of the ^gean lay, while 
inher ejes oame the look of % rojal piide and of a 
deaihIess-loYe. 

'^ Chreece cannot die ! No matter what the land 
be *■ now, Chceece — our Greece — mnst live for 
ever. Her langoi^e lives ; fhe ehildren of Europe 
leam it, even if they haH it in'imperfect nnmbers. 
The greater the scholar the humbler he still bends 
to léam the words of wisdom from her sehools. 
The poet coinés to her for all bis fairest myths, 
bis noUest mysteries, bis greatest masters. The 
Sculptor looks at the broken iragmients of her 
stataes, and throws aside bis CaUiope in despair 
before those matehless wrecks. From ber^ soldiers 
leam how to die, and nations how to conquer and to 
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keep their libetties. No deed of heroism is done 

but, to orown it» it is named parallel to hers. They 

wríte of love, and who forgets the L^bian ? They 

dream of fireedom, and to reach it they remeíaber 

Salamis. They talk of progresa, and while they 

talk, they sigh for all that they have lost in Acade- 

mus. They seek tmih, and while they sede, wearily 

long, as litÜe children, to hear the golden speech of 

Sócrates, that slave, and fisherman, and sailor, and 

stonemason, and date-seller were all once free to 

hear in her Agora. But for the light that shone 

from Greece in the breaking of the Benaissance, 

Europe wonld have períshed in its Gothic darknéss. 

They cali her dead ! — she can never die while her 

life, her sool, her genins breathe fíre into the new 

nations, and give their youth all of greatness and of 

grace that they can claim. Greece dead! She 

reigns in every poem written, in every art pursaed, 

in every beauty treasured, in every Uberty won, in 

every god-like life and god-like death, in your firesh 

lands, which, but for her, would be barbarían now/* 

Where she stood, with her eyes tumed westward 

to the far*off snows of Cithaeron and Mount Ida» 

and the shores which the bronze spear of Pallas 

Athene once guarded through the night and day, 

the dark light in her eyes deepened, and the flash 



FAZBY^GOLD. "277 

o£ a saperb piidé was ón her brow — it seemed 
Aspasia who lived again, and who remembereá 
Feríeles. 

He looked on her, with the glow of passion oq 
bis face, made nobler by the poet*s thoughts that 
were awaking in him. He was süent, for bis heart 
was lulled with the oppression of bis Iot^, as the 
great forests are silenced before the storm. . 

She bad forgotten bis presence, standing tbere ia 
the husb of the midnight, with the Byzantine citj 
to the eastwardy and to the west the land that bad 
beard Plato— her thoughts were far away among the 
shadows of the past» the great past, when the lo 
Tríomphe bad been ecboed up to the dim majesty 
of the Acrópolis, and the roses bad drooped their 
fragrant beads on the gracious gold of Alcibiades' 
loye-locks. 

He knew that he was forgotten, yet bis heart did 
not reproach her; she was. far above him.in bis 
sight, far as the stars that shone now aboye AtbenSí 
and bis love was one that would take neglect and 
anguish silently, without swerving once from its 
loyalty. He wonld have laid bis Ufe down to be 
pressed out in agony, so that it sbonld have given 
her one passing moment of pleasnre, as a rose iá 
thrown under a woman's foot to be cntsbed as she 
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Bteps, ihai dying it maj lend a breaih of fingmnee 
to the air she breetiieB. 

''Yon are bom with genins, yon are made for 
soTereignty, and I haye nothing that is worüiy to 
biing you ;" he said long afier^ whfle his voiee eank 
yery low. "Only — ^idy — ^remember, if ever yon 
need it, one man's life ivill be yours to be lost 
for yca.** 

She started slighüy where sbe leaned, mth ber 
musiiig eyes restúag on the west; she had forgotten 
his xuresence, and his words, thoagh they told her no 
more than she knew, starüed her stiU mthtiieir 
suddenness. The look of disdainfol paín ihat he 
had seen before come on her faee-^the disdain was 
not for him — ^but the smile ihat already to -him was 
ihe only son the world held> lingered on her lipfha 
moment. 

"A year's pain to a trae life— a day's paín, an 
hour's ! — ^were far more than mine were worth. The 
daughter of Emperors you called me ? — ^the daughtar 
of men who gamed away their birthright, and pkyed 
mth diadems as idiot chüdren play • with olÍTe- 
stones 1 Is there much greatness there ? Oenine ! 
— if I have it, I have sold it^ shaia^ it, poUnted it« 
As for you— *I haré had so many die for me, I sm 
tired of the shadow of the cypress ! " 
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Strange thougb the words were, no yanity oí 
power spoke in them, but a fatal truth, a moomfol 
eamestnessy tinged by, deepened to, remorse; ihé 
sbadow of tbe cypress seemed to fall across. the 
brilliancy of ber face as sbe uttered tbenL. 

** Tben, — ^will you let me lire for you ? " 

Tbe words escaped bim before be knew tbey were* 
uttered, before be realised all tbey meant, before be 
was conscious wbat be offered and pledged to a 
stranger wbo, for augbt be knew or could tell, migbt 
be tbe bead of an illustrious race, tbe wife of one 
of tbe royal cbiefs of tbe Lerant or of tbe flast, 
or — ^migbt be anytbing tbat Europe beid of wbat 
wafi moBt evü, most fatal, most dangerous in ber sex. 

Sbe looked at bim witb a long, eamest, unwayer* 
ing look, 

"It is well for you tbat I will not take you at 
your word. No ! — ^your life is a noble, gallant 
tbing ; treasure its liberty, and never ñsk it in a 
woman's bands." 

Tbe cabnness witb wbicb sbe put aside words 
tbat bad been notbing less tban a declaration of tbe 
love be bore ber, tbe serenity witb wbicb ber gaze 
bad dwelt on bim, were not tbose of a woman wbo 
did or wbo would give bim answering tendemess ; 
yet tbe tone, tbe glance witb wbicb sbe bad spoken. 
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liad not been thoee of one U> whom he was wliolly 
indifferent, or to whom his words had been repug- 
naiit. It seemed as though she wonld never leí him. 
come to her as a loyer, yet as though she would 
neyer let him free himself firom tbe sway of her 
fascination ; she refdsed his homage with easy and 
delicate grace, but she refiísed so that she showed 
that the man who had been saved by her in the 
depths of the Carpathian Pass had her interest and 
had her pity. 

Noting — and for once having compassion for the. 
deadly pain that she had detdt, she smiled on him ;- 
she taiked to him of a thousand things with her rich. 
and grapbic eloquence, that charmed the ear like 
the flowing of musió, and often sank to silence that 
only lent it rarer charm; she sang the chants of 
Bach, of Pergolesi, of Mozart; she let him stay 
with her till night had closed over the distant 
mosques and courts of Constantinople, and she 
hade him good night, leaning again over the marble 
parapet of the terrace, with the moonlight full upon 
her, as she gave him such a sign of adieu, just 
80 proud, just so gentle, as Mary Stuart might have 
given to her Warden of the Marches while yet she 
knew his love and would not yield him hers. 

Yet — ere many moments passed — another suc- 
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ceeded hinx; a head cooler' than his felt the cbanor 
of the> Bcene and the honr, — ^a pulse slower than- 
his. beat time fast, nnder the challenge o£ Idalia's* 
eyes. 

His rival was alone with her. 

Erceldoune set no store on any single quaUty- 
he possessed ; was ignorant indeed of much 
of his own valué; acted greatly not seldom, bui 
never thought so by any hazard; did straightiy, 
instinctivelyy and without preface or omament that 
which seemed to him the need of the hour, the dne 
of his manhood ; held his course boldly and care- 
lessly amongst men, caring nothing for their praise, 
as litile for their censure ; had quick, ñery blood in 
him that took flame rapidly; had, on the other 
handy much eamestness, much tenacity, much 
tendemesSy more far than he knew; had kept 
through his wandering life a heart singularly 
unwom, a mind singularly without guile; was 
naturally prone to good faith in men and inca- 
pable of base suspicion, and was certain when* 
ever he did love to love to his own destruction, as 
such natures not seldom do. His rival was his 
reverse in every quality, — cool, wary, impenetrable 
under an airy semblance of nonchalance, vain^ 
with the pardonable if overweening vanity of un- 
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usual powersy firmly conscioiis oí tbemadyes, 
iaordÍDately ambitioiis, bnt eren that.in a keen, 
eritícal and studiously ayalematic maiiner, the 
Anglo-Venetiaii thonght Erceldoune nothiiig more 
than a fine animal phjsically» and half a fool men- 
tally, nndeirating what was dissimilar to hiinself 
with an error not nnconunon with mímift oS, his 
atamp, wlieii tlieir disdainíul egotistic measorenient 
has not been coirected by the experiences of a long 
Ufe. Yety widely diyerse though they were, and 
utterly contrasted in eyeiy iota, the one who never 
resísted his passion, and never thought of her saye 
mth such chiTakons trust and absolnte self-aban- 
donment as were instinctÍTe to his temperamento 
was scarcely more a prey to it than the other, 
whOy with his love, blended a thousand threads of 
policy, design, and covetons intrigne, and hated 
it for having stolen on him, hated it for halting on 
his lips, hated it for levelling him with the herd he 
had so contemptuously despised ; hated it becanse, 
for the first time, he had foond a talent stronger, a 
logíc stirer, and a perception keener and subtler, and 
conrage more daring and careless than his own; 
because, in fine, he had foond his master^ and fonnd 
it in a woman. 
This, a knowledge not easily to be pardoned by 
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ene like him, made a certain acrid jealousy, a certain 
amartened bittemesSy tinge evea ihe paasion.into 
which she had snrprísedliiin when the. dark eyes oí 
Idalia glanced orer him and read thougbts he had 
fancied unbetrayed by speech or sign, or -when. her 
careless ironies smote him back with the poUshed, 
piercing weapons of bis own sceptic indifference» bis 
o\m unyielding pbilosophies» which were as realin 
her as they had been till late in him. 

For many years^ this woman had been. bai a 
ñame to him ; only a ñame, through a successioii 
of hazards, that had time after time kept their 
meeting deferred ; but . a ñame that had given . a 
personality to him, and had been interwoyen with. 
many of the more ciitical essays and enterpiáses i>í 
bis career. 

Moving through the gore-stained, artillery-trodden 
maze of Lombardic fields, where in some mure- 
warded skirmish, joxmgy eager, patriotic lives had 
been shot down by the troops of Austria, gasping, 
to their latest breath '' Italia fara da se 1" he had 
stood beside some shattered wreck o£ brightestman- 
hood that had fallen there, down head-first into the 
yellowing wheat, and when he. had thought all Ufe 
was dead in that broken mass, . above which the 
tangled com-stáiks nodded and met in summer 
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winds, he bad canght a last sigh, a last breath in 
whicb, the ñame of Idalia was blent mtb the ñame 
of Italj, and died togetber witb it down tbe Lom- 
bard breeze. Trayelling once throogh Bossian 
steppes of snow in the decline of the year, when 
all natnre was perishing, and the great bleak versts 
of whitened phdn stretched out nnbroken to Sibe- 
rian desolation, he had found a prisoner working 
in fetters^ — a haggard, blear^eyed, scarcely human 
tbingy livid witb the hne of the lead-mines, disfigored 
with the ravages of frost-bite, idiotic, witb a strange 
dttll stupoFy that made him utter incessantly as he 
toiled in a gang, one word alone ; and, he had 
known that in tbis wretched creature was the 
wreck of what once had been the finest, the most 
fieiy, the most glitteñng of all the aristocratiG 
soldiery of Poland ; and that the word he mattered 
ever as he laboured was that which had been bis 
ignis fatuuSy bis idol, bis ruin, — ^Idalia. In bis 
own Yenice, he bad once seen a terrible stmggle : 
it was when a mere lad of Yenetia, a child of 
seventeen years, with the clear wild noble eyes of 
a young eastem colt, had been brought in amongst 
others who were ''rebels/' and was given over to 
the rods that he might tell who bis cbiefs and bis 
comrades were; the boy was frail of make, and 
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weakened mih gunshot wounds, and he .reeled imd 
fell thñce under the rain of Austrian blows, but his 
teeúi clenched on his tongue, añd bit it throagh, so 
ihat no speech should pass it, and when the strokes 
told *at last more mortally than ihose who lashed 
him knew, he smiled as he mnrmured, though his 
mouth was full of blood, " Tell her I died süent ! " — 
and he who had heard had sent the farewell messagd 
to Idalia, at whose bidding that silence was kept» 
Once on the brow of a steep hill^ looking ovar the 
Moravian highlands, with ihe wide wastes of barren 
grasslands, xningled with jagged piles of bare rock 
or stimted larches, with here and there the sharp 
peáksof a pine belt to break the outline, and the 
angry lustre of a red evening fading out in the hot 
autnmn skies, he had seen a Monarch, the centre 
of a little knot of Cuirassier officers> draw near, and 
look hardly and eagerly across to the westward, 
where, far as the eye coold reach, a dark shadow, 
like a hoyering bird above the stony plains, marked 
the place where the Uhlans rodé down on a fugitive's 
wake ; and when reeking and breathless and spent, 
the troopers dragged their weary horses backward 
without the prize they had pursued, he had heard 
the Kaiser mutter in the gloaming of the night, *' I 
would give a province for that one woman ! " and 
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üuA wdman had been Idalia. She had been long 
ihús á mme m hb ear, añd in hta scheiMs, and 
when at last áhe'.had become known to him/he had 
kaimed to *m>n9er no more at tlie name's magic. 

To ten her ibis he had never ventored, «veally 
audacioaB as bis temper was : eiroumstan^s United 
them ' ' closely « in < gome tbings, but with >all bis 
taet and all bis daring, bé had neyer been able 
tó seduce bimself infó tbe self-fiatteiy of deeming 
that dbe wonid heed bis love-words. She beard so 
many, tbe story had no áttraétion for her ; and 
apart from bis own sense of how contemptuously 
careless she was of how men soffered for her, was 
tbe reluctance of cbafing pride to aeknoirledge that 
he also paid tbe life^-coiñ of bis suirender to one 
who Gould tempt like ' Oaiypso, and' rosiaín toold as 
Gasta Diva, wbile bef spells-vrorked. 

Yet'he could not restrain one mark of the pas- 
sion — jealoasy — as be sat that ni^t beside her, in 
tbe dining^hall of tbe Turkish villa» and stretched 
bimsélf from bis püe of cusbions to lift from tbe 
carpet a white liding glove, that caugbt bis eye 
\diere it lay. 

" A stray waif of our beggared laird's, is it not, 
mádame ? He has been bere to-day ? " 

** If you mean Sir Folke Erceldoune, be only left 
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an hoar or so ago. I ironder you did not meet 
him." 

"No; I saw nothiiig of him. The Moldavian 
ballet did Mm good semce, since it has won ^ím 
so much of your interest. He shotúd be vasüy 
ÍBdébted to it ! " 

fihe langhéd a little. 

" Sarely, a shot in flie laiigs is nbt so very 
pleasant a matter ihat a man need be grateful for 
it." 

"Are there not many who risked shotsfarmore 
mortal iban bis in tbe mere bope to win what tbey 
neyeír did> buihe does— your pity ? " 

She sfara^ed ber sfaotíldérs ever so sli^tiy. 

"Wby should yóu imagine I pity bim? Have 
yon liot seen bim here ? " 

Tbe^' empbasis 'spoke more tban volumes coold 
bate done. Her óomptmion bowed bii^ bead. 

" Trae I Tbe i?eal mércy wyxád bave been — ex- 
clusión ! Yet pity bim you do, miladi, sinee you 
bade- me * barm bim at my peril ! ' " 

Sbé looked at bim sucb a curiously fixed regard, 
tbat bad a bundred meanings in it. 

"Let US make an end of tbis fencing/' sbe 
said, quietly. "Tbere are none bere to dupe. 
We can speak firankly. We bave done tbis man 
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quite evil eneugli without bringing more úpon 
him." 

" We ! I fail to apprehend you— " 

Sha gave a litüe gestare of impatiencé. 

" Monsieur, you have not known me very long^ 
or you would know me too well to attempt those 
tactics. Eyasion answers nothing with me; and 
why should we attempt it ? Our cause is the same, 
«and we both are equally aware that this braye- 
bearted genüeman was the prey of its viler 
<adherents." 

« But " 

''Pardon me; I bave said we both know it. I 
have .grace enough to blush for it : and you—— ? '* 

For the moment a faint flush of shame kindied 
over bis face ; he was for the moment silenced, em- 
barrassedy uncertain how to reply; he had never 
dreamed that bis share in the Garpathian attack — 
,which bis intelligence had directed unseén, though 
bis hand was not aetíye, ñor bis complicity inyolved 
in it — ^had been suspected by her, and be was now 
almostyfor the first time in bis life, astray in the 
twilight of bewildered doubts, of intricate appre» 
hensions. 

She laughed slightly again. 
i "Ah! I told you you did not know me; you 
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thoüght yoú had deceived me ! Well, never deek 
that again. A man once did : a man of Leghom ; 
lie was clever and vain ; he said, to himselfi **AltrOf 
a woman ! and they obey her ? I, for one, I will 
not ; I will blind her/ And he thought he was strong 
enough. He stole away, like the fool that he was, 
and carried his scheme with him — his scheme to 
treat with Austria unknown to as; unknown, he 
thought, to the yery walls of the room he slumbered 
in, to the very river reeds he walked by, he thought 
himself so strong. But I leamt it." 

"Andthen?" 

" Then ? Why then I taught him what such 
an error cost." 

" And that cost was ? " 

" What he merited. It had been better for him 
that he had never been bom." 

A chill, of something that was almost fear, passed 
over her listener's cold, keen, courageous nature ; 
he, too, held that which was concealed from her, — 
if she avenged treachery thus ? 

*^ Yengeance, Madame ? " he said^ scarcely caring 
what triviality of speech served to screen his 
thoughts. " Surely nothing so barbarous lingers 
amidst so much worldly wisdom, nothing sa fero- 
cious harbours amidst so much divine witchery ? '^ 

TOL. I. V 
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" Bevengeñil ? No. I do not think I am that ; 
though one knows ill one's own errors. It is easy 
to forgive; we scom where we pardon» but we 
jinráoji hecause we scorn." 

Sbe spoke musingly, with a grave and weary 
meditation as though memory, and not his words, 
usurped her : then, suddenly, she shook away any 
darker remembrance that dwelt with her, and 
tumed full on him brilliant, penetrating eyes of 
balf-contemptuous questioning. 

" Some one of you it was who wrought that glo- 
rious piece of honest work in the Cárpathians. You 
see, they were airaid that I should know their scheme : 
they stole out to do it in darkness; they thought 
that I shoald never leam it, But it all carne to 
me; eimply enough. I found their victim and saved 
Inm ; and when Marc Lassla dragged himself half 
dying to my lodge in the mountains, and gasped us 
out a lame history of a bear-play, telling that young 
Ylistchnau lay dead in the woods from the bruteas 
embrace, the whole was clear enough to me. The 
dying man*s and the dead one*s injuries were both 
no bear^s wounds, but the fruit of pistol bullets; 
and though Lassla breathed his last in an hour 
or so, saying no more, I knew well enough that 
they had both been shot down by the Scot, and 
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that ihe planned attack had been done by my 
people ; — by Baine ! " 

There was a deadly bittemess in the last words, 
an ominous meaning: such as might have ron 
through Catheríne of Bossia's speech when she 
foond a yassal faithless. 

" Your people ! " His surprise was admirably 
feigned, but it did not deceive her. 

"Never trouble yourself to assmne ignorance !" 
she said, -with a certain amusement at his dis- 
comfitnre. " You knew very well of the plan " 

" On my honour " 

"Haye we any of that quality amongst us to 
swear by?" 

" Nay ! as a gentleman, as a man, I declare to 
you I knew nothing of it." 

She bowed her head; courteously, as one too 
highly-bred to acense him; carelessly, as one too 
worldly-wise to believe him. 

" Nothing ! " he averred, imtably mortified by 

that unspoken incredulity. " You may believe me, 

madame ; ñrom my policies, if not my virtues, I am 

totally opposed to every sort of violence ; deem it 

ill-advised, uncivilised, barbarie : invariably give my 

veto against it. Forcé is the weapon of savages ; 

leaming has done litÜe for us if we cannot find a 

ü 2 
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better, a soret^ a more fiecret tool. To prevent the 
wUd spirits that j¿in us from foUowing their brute 
instinctSy and blnndering headlong into unwise 
action would be impossible. You can do more than 
most ; but I doubt Veiy mueh if you have not often- 
times roased tigers whom even yon could not tame 
when once they had tasted of slaughter. The evil 
of every national movement is that the majority, 
once allowed to move at all, reñise to proceed by 
intellectaal means, and loóse themselves at once to 
physical violence, in which every good thing is lost, 
every températe voice drowned. It is this sort 
of fatal misconception from which such criminal 
essays as that which attacked Sir Fulke Ercel- 
donne proceed: it is impossible to avoid their 
appearing alike expedient and pardonable to a cer- 
tain class of characters." 

The explanation was given with graceful ease, 
with eloquent address : she heard it with coortesy» 
also with incredulity* 

** Yes ; and that * class ' serve as excellent weapons 
for brilliant intelligences which need to use them ; 
excellent scapegoats for such intelligences when they 
do not care to appear in the intrigues they suggest." 

He felt the thrusti yet he parried it with seeming 
tranquillity* 
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'* That is but too true, indeed, and the unscrupu* 
lousness is not, alas ! on the side of the mere 7nat£« 
vwii sujete, Apropos, madame, you know all things ; 
who then was the leader of the Carpathian episode? " 

A stern impatience passed for an instant over the 
3plendour of her face, mingled with something of 
more wounded pain, 

^' You must know too well whom I sapposed to 
be so." 

The answer was very low ; there was a thrill of 
passionate shame in it. 

" Ah ! " There was a whole world of gentle sym- 
patby, of profound comprehension in the deep breath 
he drew. " Was he not then implicated ? " 

She lifted her head and looked at him long and 
steadily : there was more than contemplation in the 
look. ** You can better tell that than I." 

" No. Indeed you wrong me, madame. May I 
hear what you think yourself now we are on the 
subject." 

A scom that she repressed in utterance fiashed 
with a weary darkness in her eyes. 

" I would have swom — Yes, He has swom to me 
by the only ñame I ever knew him to hold sacred^ 
No:' 

"Why doubt him, then ? " 
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" Why f Ask me rather why, even on his oath, 
believe him ! " 

The impetaous disdain that bumed through the 
retort had scathing satire in it. He looked at 
her with an admiration that was the more vivid 
because he thought her intentionally deceiving him, 
and thought also the deception so magnifícently 
wrought out. 

" Ah, ma bolle Comtesse/' he murmured, in his 
liqoid flowing French, that both habitually used. 
" That you should have to feel this ; that you should 
have to give such passion of contempt, to one so 
near to you ! It is * Athene to a Satyr.* How is it 
that, with such an inspiration as you beside him, 
Gonrad has never " 

She interrupted him ; and with the ironical cold 
nonchalance of her common tone resumed, 

" Count Phaulcon is at least your friend, mon- 
sieur ; let that suffice to dismiss his ñame. ' I sus- 
pected him; I do still suspect him. Did I think 
that he had been on the Turkish shore last night, I 
should have certainty in lieu of suspicion; but in 
saying this to you I say no more than I have done, 
or shall do, to him himself.'* 

" And to Monsieur Erceldoune ? " 

"No." The answer was rapid and peremptory. 
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Sbe tumed ber head to him with something of the 
goaded impatience of a stag at bay mingling with 
ber careless dignity. "How can you ask? You 
bave beard bim say be vill MU bis assassin if tbey 
ever meet. And be would be justified." 

" And bis 'jasüfication ' would free you not a 
little. Aby wbere is ¿bere any sopbism tbat will 
curre round to its own point so defüy as a wo- 
man's!" tbougbt ber companion, wbile be bent 
forward witb a gentle deference in bis air, a besi* 
tating sympatby in bis tone : 

" Count Pbanlcon is my yery good Mend, it is 
true, madame ; and yet I acaree tbink I deserved to 
be reminded of tbat by a rebuke, because I cannot 
cboose but regret tbat " 

" Begret notbing at my score, monsieur/' 

" Wbat ! not even tbat wbicb you yourself regret ? " 

'' Wben I tell you tbat tbere is sucb a tbing, not 
before.** 

" You are very cruel " 

** Am I ? Well, I baye no great liking for sym- 
patby^ and not mucb need for it. If one cannot 
stand alone, one deserves» I íancy, to falL Poets 
bave made an idol and a martyr of tbe sensitive 
plant; tbeiruseof itisanunwiseallegory: tosbrink 
at every toucb, to droop at every stroke, to be at 
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ihe jnercy of every hand, strange or familiar — an 
odd virtue Üiatl Itwould not commend itself to 
me." 

"Trae. Is sensitiyeness much after all except 
vanity quick to be wounded, as the sea-dianthus that 
dies of a finger tbrust at it ?. Believe me, I meant 
not to offer tbe insult of pity, •scarcely dared to 
intend the familiarity of sympathy ; I merely felt — - 
forgive me if I say it — I have long known Goñrad, 
I have but of late known you ; can you not guess 
tbat the oíd and the recent friendship alike tell me 
that you, despite all your pride, indeed hecause of 
all your pride, are bitterly galled, are shamefully 
companioned by a life unworthy you ? " 

He paused ; he had doubted in how far he might 
rentare even thus much, for she was of a nature to 
which compassion was unendurable, a thing to be 
shunned far more than pain itself. He knew that 
already; had he never known he would have seen it 
in the barely perceptible quiver with which she 
drew away as a high-hearted and fearless hound 
will take its mortal wound, and refuse a sign of 
Bufifering. 

" You say a fact too plain for me to give it denial," 
she said, chilly; '' but it is also one that I must decline 
to discuss with you. Let us talk of other matters.'* 
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Eyen ker companion's long-trained audacitj was 
not bold enough to forcé her on a theme she thus 
refased. 

**Forgive me," he marmured hurriedly, "it is hard 
sometimes not to speak out one's thoughts," 

*' I thought the hardship ratherlayinbeing some« 
times compelled to do so/' 

"Yoüu'iZijest! " 

** Well, jests are. better than tragedles. Life is 
always jostiing the two together." 

** We are like enoagh to have one tragedy, madame, 
if that hotheaded courier's suspicions point the same 
way as yours do/* — ^he spoke irritably, inconse- 
quently; for he was both checkedtmd incensed. 

" It is not likely they will ever do so," 

*'Why? Suppose — merely suppose — your fear 
aríght, and that Conrad and your new inend ever 
meet under your roof ; what then ? " 

She did not reply for a moment, whilst a shadow 
of many memories, tinged with something of a smile 
passed over her features. 

" What then ? Why then I should know the 
truth of this matter, which MonsievT mon ami here 
refuses to tell me/' 

He felt the sting ; and he knew that he had better 
provoke no more encounters with a woman's wit. 
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And being piqoed he wionged her, as pique com- 
monlj wrongB those who have proYoked it; and 
Ihought that she knew far more of this Üiing iban 
eyen he himself. 



CHAPTER XII. 

"la belle dame sans merci." 

When he also had left her, she leaned awhile over 
the terrace-parapet, with her eyes musingly dropped 
on tibe shelving mass of myrtle blossom, and as she 
stood there in her solitude, a step hurriedly crashed 
the fallen leaves of pomegranate fiowers; before 
she saw him, a man had thrown himself before her, 
pressing his lips on the trailing folds of her laces, 
kneeling there as one kneels who saes for life. 

" Idalia ! " 

She started and looked down ; and drawing her- 
self &om his clasp with the gestare of her habitual 
haughty grace, tumed from him without a word, 
bending her head with a silent salatation. 

"Idalia! — ^I have come only to look upon your 
face." 

The vibration of intense sufFering in his voice 
made her involontarily pause : but when^she spoke 
it was with a calm indifference, a pointed meaning. 
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''I do not re<!eiye this evening, Monsieur; did 
not my people inform you so ? '* 

A quick shudder sbook him ; he it was who 
had wom the badge of the Silver Ivy, and had 
answered Víctor Vane with three brief pregnant 
words— " To my cost ! " To his cost, bis most 
bitter cost, be bad loved ber, and be bad forced bis 
way to ber bere in tbe quiet of tbe nigbt. He 
grasped again tbe bem of ber dress, and held ber 
tbere, looking upward to tbat fair and fatal face in 
the radiance of tbe full moon sbining from tbe sea, 

Sbe bad destroyed binx : — ^but be could not look 
on ber witbout growing drunk witb bis own idolatry 
as men grow drunk witb wine. 

"Idalia! bave you no pity — ^no remorse? You 
know wbat you bave made me, and you giye me no 
mercy ? Is your beart stone ? " 

No cbange carne on ber face ; sbe smiled with a 
negligent disdain, 

**You bave studied at tbe Porte St. Martin! 
Tbat is not tbe way we speak anywbere else in 
Paiis." 

Tbere was a contemptuous languor in tbe word^ 
more cruel tban tbe bitterest utterance, in eamest, 
would bave been ; witb scenes and bours so vivid in 
bis memoxy, in wbicb bis love bad been lavisbed at 
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het feet, and stumed in her smile, and welcomed by 
lier wordy thej stmck on him as passing all that 
history had ever held of women's traítoroas heart- 
lessness. 

Idalia was now — ^what mach evil done to her had 
made her. 

His hands clenched on her dress in a convulsiye 
wretchedness. 

" Have yon no heart, no soul, no conscience ? I 
laid down all I had on earth for yon ; I gaye yon my 
peace, my honour, my abject slavery. And yet *^ 

His Yoice died inarticnlate, while the light from 
the sea feU on his nptomed face — a face of fair and 
gallant casi, of ancient race, and leonine blood, in 
the early prime of manhood, yet now wom, haggard^ 
drawn, and darkened with the hopeless passions 
that were loosening in him beyond all strength to 
hold them. 

She looked down on him, still without change of 
glance or feature. It was a tale so often told to 
her. She drew herself from him with her coldest 
indolence. 

''Yon carne here to tell me this ? It was scarcely 
worth while. Good evcning." 

Like a deer stong by a shot he started to his 
feety standing between her and the shafts of jasper 
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that formed the partieo into the bnilding ; the 
endurance that had laíd him ai her mer^, soffeiiiig 
all things far her sake, living only in the light of 
her smile, and knowing no law bnt her desiie, broke 
Ha bondage now and tnmed agiinst her in fierce 
bnt jnst rebnke, incoherent in its miseiy* 

*^ It Í8 tme, then, what they say ! Ton have a 
heart of bronze, a sonl of marble ? Ton haye that 
glory of your loveliness only to draw men in yonr 
net and hnrl them to perdition ? It is trae, then ! 
in worshipping yon we worship the fairest traitress, 
the most angeUcal lie that the world ever saw ? 
Have yon ever thought what it is yon do ? Have 
yon ayer asked yonrself what piice we pay for the 
power yon hold ? Have yon ever thought that yon 
may tempt us, and betray us, and destroy ns once 
too often, till your very slayes may tnm against 
you ? " 

He stood alone with her in the lateness of the 
night, his words incoherent and crushed between 
his teeth; and she knew that she had done him 
wrong which before now has tnmed men into fiends, 
and has made them stamp out into its grave the 
beauty that has beguiled them and betrayed them. 
But she gaye no sign of fear ; her dauntless natnre 
knew fear no more than any Spartan knew it. Her 
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conscience alone smote her, a pang of remorse 
wakened in her. She was silent, looking at liím in 
the shadowy xnocmlight; she knew that she had 
ruined his life — a high*souled, patiiotíc lífe, foll 
of bri^t promise and of fearless action — a life 
laid subject to her, and broken in her hands as a 
child breaks the painted batterfly. 

" God ! " he cried, and it was the involnntary cry 
of a great despair that broke his forcé down before 
the woman by whom he had been fooled and for- 
saken, jet whom he still worshipped but the more 
the more that he condemned her. ''That snch 
beauty should only yeil a heart of steel ! If you 
had ever loved — ^if ever you coidd love — ^you could 
not do such treachery to love as this. I know you 
as you are, now — ^now that it is too late, and yet — 
and yet " 

A single sob choked his voice, he threw himself 
again at her feet in the sheer bUndness of an utter 
misery, his hands clutching the folds of her dress, 
his lips pressed in kisses on the senseless laces, 
conscious alone of the woman who now had no more 
thought, or need, or tendemess for him than the 
cold marble that rose aboye him into the starry 
stillness of the Bosphoms night. 

" And yet there is no crime I would not take on 
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me at yonr word— tliere is no Bin I wonld not 8in 
for you! I know yoa as yon are— and yet» so 
ntterly in spite of all, I leve yon ! I carne to-nigbt 
to see yonr hce once more. I go to die for Italy. 
Say one last gentle word to me; we shall nerer 
meet again on earth." 

She stood there» aboye him^ in the olear radiance 
ahining from the waters ; kis words had stmck deep 
to the core of the remorse that was slowly awaking 
in her; a profound pity for him, as profound a loath- 
ing of herself, aróse ; all the gentler, pnrer, nobler 
nature in herwas toached, and accused her more 
poignantly than the most bitter of his accusations. 
She stooped slightly ; her proud instincts, her habit of 
power, and her world of leyity and mockery, made 
her yield with difficnlty, made her pity with rarity ; 
but T^hen she did either, she did them as no other 
woman could. 

She stooped slightly, and her eyes were heavy as 
they rested on him : 

" I have but one word : Forgive ine ! " 

And in that one word Idalia spoke more than 
could have been uttered in the richest eloquence 
that could have confessed her error and his wrong. 
Yet while she said it, she knew that both the sin 
and the injury were beyond all pardon. 
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He looked up, hope against hope fiashing in on 
him one moment: it was quenched as soon as bom; 
her face had pain on it^ but the light that be bad 
once seen tbere was gone — ^tbere was no tenderness 
for bim. 

His bead sank agaín : 

** Forgive ! I would bave forgiven you death — 
I forgive you more tban deatb. But if you ever 
meet agaín one wbo loves you as I bave loved, 
remember me — and spare bim." 

Tbe generous answer died in bis tbroat ; never 
again^ be knew, would be look upon tbe loveli- 
ness tbat bad betrayed bim ; be knew tbat be was 
going to bis deatb, as surely as tbougb be sank into 
¿be sea-deptbs glistening below, and tbat wben be 
sbould lie in tbe darkness and decay of a forgotten 
eoldier's grave, tbere would be no pang of memory 
for bim in ber beart, no tbougbt tbat gave bim pity 
or lament in tbe life to wbicb bis own was sacrifíced. 

He looked yet once again upward to ber face, as 
dying men may look tbeir last on wbat tbey trea- 
sure; then slowly, very slowly, as tbougb eacb 
moment were a sepárate pang, be loosened bis bold 
upon ber, and tumed and went tbrougb tbe sbadows 
of tbe cypress, downward to wbere tbe waves were 
drearily breaking on tbe strand below. 

YOL. I. X 
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Where he had left her^ she stood silent, tlie 
moonlight falling ou the whíte marble about her» 
till irom the sea the lustre on her looked bright as 
day. In one thing alone had he wronged her. She 
knew the weariness of remorse, she knew the 
tendemess of pity. 

Though no sign had escaped her, each word of 
his accusation had quivered to her heart; he did 
not feel its truth more bittérly than she. That 
npbraidmg, poured out in the solitude of the night, 
had stirred her heart with its condemnation ; it 
showed her what it was that she had done, it made 
her shudder from the fatal gift of her own dominión ; 
how had she used it ? 

Again and again, till they had passed by her, no 
more noted than the winds that swept the air about 
her, the anguish of men^s lives, the fire of their 
passions had been spent upon her, and been wasted 
for her ; she had won love without scruple, embitr 
tered it without self-reproach. But now, her* own 
heart for once was stirred. 

" What do I do ? " she asked herself. " Euin 
their uves, destroy their peace, send them out to 
their deaths — and for what ? A phantom, a false- 
hood, an unreality, that betrays them as utterly as 
I ! The life I lead is but cruelty on eruelty^ sin on 
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sin. I know its crime, and yet I love its sove* 
reignty still. I am vile enough to feel the charm 
of its power, while I have conscience enongh to 
abhor its work." 

The thoughts floated throngh her mind where 
she stood, looking over to where the sea lay, the 
dark ontlíne of some felucca alone gliding spirit-like 
across the moonlit surface. 

The last words of the man who had lefk her 
seemed to echo stíll apon the air ; the summons of 
conscience, the reproach of the past, the duty and 
the demand of the present, all were spoken in them. 
Even as he had uttered them, she had thought of 
one whose fate would be the same with this which 
now upbraided her, and pleaded with her. She 
knew that he should be spared. It might not be 
too late to save him — ^to save him from herself. 

He who had left her to go out and fínd a soldier's 

death on the blood-soaked plains of Lombardy, stood 

between her and the other life which she had once 

saved &om such a grave, and which now was in the 

fírst flush of faith that held her rather ángel than 

woman, and of love that had sprung up, foll grown 

in one short night, like a flower ander tropical 

sims. 

Better one pang for him at fírst than for a while the 

X 2 
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Bweeiness of a cheated hope, to end in lifelong 
desolatioD, like that which had to-night risen before 
her, and arraigned her for its ruin. 

*' Most men in their passion love but their owu 
indulgence ; but now and then there are those wbo 
love US for ourselves ; they should be spared/^ she 
thought, still standing, her face tumed once moris 
towards the sea. 

Tbey called her unscrupulous, she had been do ; 
they called her heartless, merciless, remorseless, in 
all her poetic beauty; there had been too much 
truth in ihe charge ; much error lay on her Ufe, 
i¡reat ruin at her door; but of what this woman 
really was her foes knew nothing, and her lovers 
knew as little, With neither was she ever what 
she now was, looking on the white gleam of the 
surf where it broke up on the sands below — ^now, 
when she was musing how to save again, from her- 
self, him whom she had once saved from the grave. 

In the break of the morning Idalia rose; and 
thrusting back the green lattice of her casement 
glanced outward at the east. The loóse silken folds 
of a Turkish robe floated round her, her face was 
palé with a dark shadow beneath the eyes, and her 
hair lay in long loóse masses on her shoulders, now 
and then lifted by the wind. She was thinking 
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deeply and painfully, while her eyes foUowed me-» 
chanically the flight of white^winged guUs, as they 
swept in a bright cloud above the water. The 
reproacbes that had been uttered to her a few hours 
before still had their sting for her, the truths with 
which they had been barbed still pierced her. 

Proud, fearless, negligent, superbly indifferent to 
the world's opinión, contemptuous of its censure as 
she was careless of its homage, she still was not 
steeled against the accusation of her own heart and 
conscience. She was no sophist, no coward; she 
could look at her own acts and condemn them with 
an unsparing truth ; though haughtily disdainful of 
all censure, she tore down the mask frpm her own 
errors^ and looked at them fully, face to face, as they 
were. Erred she had, gravely, passing on from the 
slighter to the deeper, in that course which is almost 
inevitable, since no single false step ever yet could 
be taken alone, 

The brightest chivalry, the noblest impulses, the 
most unquestioning self-sacrifice, the most headlong 
devotion, these had all been wakened by her, and 
lavished on her ; — ^what had she done with them ? 
Accepted them, to tum them to her tools ; excited 
them, to make them her slaves and her creatures ; 
won them and wooed them with sorceress charm to 
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weigh them with cold cruelty at their worth, and let 
them drift unpitied to their doom. 

Those who had loved her had been no more to 
her than this; beguiled for the valué they were, 
betrayed to passion that by it they might grow 
plástic to her purpose, bent to her command. She, 
who had aU the superb, satiric, contemptuous dis- 
belief in suffering of a woman of the world, still knew 
that, OTer and oyer again, the tide of grief had broken 
up vainly against the disdain of her delicate, pitiless 
irony ; knew that over and over again a life made 
desoíate, a life driyen out to recklessness and despe- 
ration, a life laid down in the early glory of ambi- 
tious manhoody had been sacrifieed through her, 
ruined by her, as cruelly, as carelessly as a young 
child destroys the brightness of the butterfly, the 
fragrance of the cowslip, in its sport of summer-day 
chase or spring-day blossom-ball. And for what ? 
For the sake of triumphs that had palled in their 
gaining, for the sake of gains that weré yalueless 
now, for the sake of a sovereignty that seemed to 
brand her forehead with its crown, for the sake of 
evil things that had wom a fair mask, of freedom 
that had grown into slavery, of daring that had said, 
" Better to reign in hell than serve in heaven." 

She had erred deeply; all that was noblest^ 
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tenderest, most generous in her nature — and there 
was much still, despite the accusers that could 
appeal against her — ^knew it, and did not seek to 
palliate it to herself. The career that closed her in, 
once entered, as the net closes round the hird it 
ensnares, had wearied her, had revolted her, had 
made her pride contemn the part she played, her 
conscience plead against the woe she worked, her 
nature, grand in its mould and fearless in its courage, 
revolt from much that she had once voluntarily 
sought and confessedly loved in the earlier years 
when it was fresh to her. And she was not happy : 
the simplicity of the aged recluso at Monástica had 
pierced to a truth that Paris, and the world, and the 
meu- who glittered round her and adored her, did 
not perceive. She was not happy. With her bril- 
liance, her power, her enterprise, the fineness of her 
intricate intrigues, the daringof her constant adven- 
tures, the excitement of her incessant changes, no 
morbid sentiment, no passive pensiveness could have 
hold on her or be known to her, but something 
deeper than this was at her heaxt ; it was the melan* 
choly of a mute remorse, the unavailing and vainly- 
silenced lament of one who finds that he has bar- 
tered his gold for stones. 

Her eyes were weary in all their splendour, as 
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they followed the flight of the sea-gulls. She thought 
of what she had been, when only sixteen seasons had 
warmed the lustre of her hair, yet had made her Hel* 
lenic beauty in its early blush and sudden matority 
almosty even then, the beauty of her j>resent woman- 
hood ; she thought of herself as she had stood one 
evening at sunset leaning down over the ivy-mantled 
ruins of an autique bridge in Oreece, looking 
across to the ^gean, flashing in the light, and think" 
ing of the centuries far away in the distance of the 
pastwhen those waves had broken against the prows 
of Miltiades' galleys, and been crowded with the 
fleets of Salamis ; she remembered the vivid and 
decorated eloquence that had wooed her then to her 
present path, murmuring such bright words of 
liberty and triumph, while the waters in their 
melody and the sunset in its splendour seemed fiUed 
with the grand dead ñames of Gracchan Borne and 
of Socratic Athens ; she remembered how the proud 
imagination of her dawning life had leapt to those 
subtle temptings as an arrow leaps from the bow 
into the empyrean, and had seen in its ambitious 
and still child-like dreams the sovereignty of Semi- 
IramiSy the sway of Aspasia, the empire of Maria 
Theresa, waiting in the future for her. 
Eight years had gone by since then, and she had 
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known the world deeply, widely, wisely; she had 
been sated with homage and with victory, she had 
wakened love ahnost wherever her glance fell ; her 
hours had been filled with vivid colour and inces- 
sant variety, with luxury and with pleasure» with 
the Ufe of an adventuress in its airy nonchalance 
mingled with all the grace and elegance of patrician 
tastes, and habits, and wealth. And yet she was not 
happy; for the fame she had was notoriety, the 
power she had was used unscrupulously, in the core 
of the rose there was always an asp, and in the depth 
of her heart there were disappointment> remorse, 
and dishonoiir. 

" And yet I W9.s more sinned against than sinning," 
she mused. ''I was so young then, and I was 
allured with such glorious beguilement, The re- 
generation of nations, the revolution of empires, the 
striking off of the serf s fetters, the redressing of 
every unjust balance, the conquest of empires and 
liberties, the people's homage and the monarchs' 
crowns, — ^those were what tempted me. It was the 
oíd fable of Satán and Eve : 'Eat of this fruit, and 
ye shall have the knowledge of heaven and earth ; ' 
^Believe in me, follow me, and you shall have glory 
beside which Paradise is poor, kingdoms beside 
which Edén is a desertt' And I took the firoit 
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How could I tell then that it would be all a 
He?" 

The ihoughts floated through her mind, leaning 
there wearily against the latüce, while ihe early 
wind of the wann dawn stírred the half-opened 
scarlet blossoms of the japónica twinkig roülid it. 
But she was too integrally proud to seek refiíge or 
exculpation in self-excuses eren iñ her solitary 
reverie. 

'^ Yet that is but half the truth/' she mused, while 
her eyes still unconsciously followed ihe sweep of 
the sea-birds out to sea. '^I was sinned against 
then, in the fírst, but it has been my own wrong 
since. I haye kept to error long since I have known 
it to be error. I have loved my power even while I 
despised its means and its ends. I have felt the 
intoxieation of hazard tul I have let it entangle me 
beyond recaí. I have known the evil I did, yet I 
have not paused in it when I might. I have seen 
the fatal issue of so much, and I have gone on and 
on. I have bound them, I have blinded them, I 
have despoiled them, I have taken their strength 
and their manhood, their faith and their courage, 
their wealth and their genius, and ruined them all. 
I have spared none of them. I have betrayed so 
many. That has not been done in ignorance — that 
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has not been palliated with the excuse of youth 
scarce conscious what it does." 

Her thoughts travelled far over past years, while 
the- sun rose higher, and while the man whose ex- 
isténce she had given back dreamed of hér with the 
waking of the day, as of one so far aboye his love, 
that 



lüTo head save some world-genius should rest 
Aboye the treasures of that perfect breast." 



She remained still and silent at the casement till 
the distant cali of the drums, as the Soldán went up 
to the mosque for the sunrise prayers, died sofUy 
away on the air. 

" I will save him at least. One sharp blow — and 
perhaps he will forget. Pride will aid him ; and if 
we never meet again, I shall remain only a dream to 
him — a dream without pain/' she said, half aloud. 
And, for the moment, a darker shadow swept over 
her face ; she remembered loyal eyes that had gazed 
their eager passion into hers; she remembered 
leonine strength that would have been felled into its 
tomb but for her; she remembered that the man 
who had songht her with such untiring patíence on 
the cine of one ñrail memory, would not forget in a 
day, in a year. But her resolve was not shaken. 

'' I will save him if he will be saved ; — ^he, at least, 
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sliall have nothing with which to reproach me/' she 
thought, while she watched the grey sea flash between 
the scarlet blossoms of the japónica tendrils. Then 
she tumed away from the window, and rang a hand- 
bell that had once belonged to Catherina Medici : 
like the one "whose long slender palm had before 
touched the spiral column of its handle, she neyer 
hesitated in any course when her resolve was taken, 
she never swenred when once she had decided. 

The Nublan slave, who attended her wherever she 
travelled as her maid, answered the summons from 
where she stood in the ante-chamber. 

'* Tell Paulas that I start for Naples this mom< 
ing. He knows what to do. I leave by ten." 

The Nubian bowed to the ground, and withdrew. 
Her mistress stood beside the table where the bell 
was placed, thoughtful still, with the shadow that 
had gathered on her deepening in the purple light 
that fell through yiolet curtains near. She was not 
a woman to whom regret was familiar; — many would 
haré said she was too heartless : it was rather be* 
cause she had seen, and known, and penetrated too 
much to be lightly touched; — but a great tearless 
pain gathered in her eyes> and her hand closed with 
a gesture of impatience on the sharp metal circle oí 
the bell. 
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" He will be stung to the heart-^and yet, better 
one pang at once!" she said in her solitude. "What 
-conld it avail him to know me more except to suffer 
longer ? " 

Her resolvé was not changed; vacillation waa 
impossible to her ; she had none of its weakness in 
her nature, but a regret poignant and almost re- 
morseful was on her. She thought of the fearless 
fidelity with which he had refused ever again to 
become as a stranger to her, she thought of the fealty 
that she knew so well he bore to her, that had 
looked out from the ardent worship of his eyes in 
the cahn of the eastem night a few short hours 
before. 

And she was about to kill this at a blow, becanse 
the prayer of another had pierced her heart and 
pleaded with her to spare him, if it were not too 
late. 

A new life had dawned on Erceldoune. } 
AU his oíd habits of soldier-like decisión, of 
sportsman-like activity, were broken up; he who 
had used to find his greatest pleasures in the saddle 
and the rifle, in waiting high up in a leafy nest for 
the lions to come down to the spring to drink, and 
in riding wild races with Arabs over amber stretches 
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of tonid sand, in spending whole days alone 
among the sedge^pools of the Border fowl, and in 
bÍYonacking throngh a scorching night "with Brazal* 
lian guachos, had now changed into the Teriest 
dreamer ihat eyer let the long hours steal away» 

'<•— — floating np, bríght fonns ideal, 
Half sense-snpplied, and half tmreal, 
láke music xningling witli a dream." 

He lired in a land of enchantrnent, whose solé son- 
light was a woman's glance; he gave himself up 
without a straggle to the only passion that had ever 
touched his Ufe. Now and then forebodings swept 
over him ; now and then his own ntter ignorance of 
the woman to whom he was yielding up his destuij, 
smote him with a terrible pang, but yery rarely : in 
proportion to the length of his resistance to such a 
subjugaüon, was the reckless headlong forcé of his 
fall into its power. Moreorer, his nature was 
essentially unsuspectiug ; and he had an old-world 
chivalry in him that would have made it seem to 
him the poorest poltroonery to cast doubt on the 
guardian-angel who had saved him from the very 
jaws of death. His mother, lost in his earliest 
childhoody had been of Spanish race; neglected by 
her lordy she had been left to break her spirit as 
she would against the grey walls of the King^s Best, 
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longing for the perfume and the colour and the 
southem winds of her home in the Vega, while the 
Border moors stretched round her, and the Cheviots 
shut her in until she died, like a tropic hird, caged 
in cold and in twilight. A softness, inherited from 
the tenderness and the enthusiasm of her southern 
blood, was latent in her son, little as he knew it ; an 
unworldliness and trustfuhiess were in his nature, 
though he did not perceive them ; and though his 
career had done much to strengthen the lion-like 
daring and athlete's hardihood of his character, 
on the other hand the pictureéque colouring and 
varied wandering in which his years had been 
spent had done much to preserve the vein of 
romance within him, unwom while unsuspected. 
Nothing had tonched this side of his nature 
until now ; and now, the stronger for its past 
suppression, it conquered him in its tum, and ruled 
alone. 

When he left her that evening he could not sleep; 
he rodé far and fast through the late night, dashing 
down into the interior, along sandy plains, and 
through cypress groves, across stretches of tangled 
vegetatíon, and over the rocky beds of dried-up 
brooks, or the foam of tumbling freshets. The swif t 
rush through the cooled air soothed the fever in 



820 idalia: 

bim ; bis thoughts and his passions kept throbbing 
time with the beat of the boofs, witb the sweep of 
tbe gallop. 

So long ago loved bis namesake the Khymer, 
wben under tbe tree of Erceldoune — ^tbe Tree of 
Grammarye — tbe sorceress-lips toucbed bis, and 
tbe eyes brigbter tban mortal brigbtness looked 
into bis own ; lips tbat wooed bim across tbe dark 
Border, eyes tbat dared bim to brave tbe Lake of 
Fire for ber sake. Tbose oíd, oíd legends ! — bow 
tbey repeat tbemselres in every age, in every 
life. 

Witb the dawn be came upon a pool, lying land- 
locked, fax and solitary, encircled witb cedars and 
cypress and superb drooping bougbs, now heavy 
witb tbe white blossoms of tbe sweet cbesnut, and 
wbile bis horse drank at tbe brink, be tbrew bimself 
in to bathe, dipping down into tbe olear browu 
waters, and stnking out into the deptbs of green 
blossoming shade, wbile tbe swell of a torrent tbat 
poured into it lasbed bim with its foam, cold even 
in the east before sunrise, and burled tbe mass of 
water against bis limbs, firm-knit, sinewy, colossal 
as tbe polisbed limbs of a Boman bronze of Milo. 
As be shook the drenching spray from bis bair, and 
swam against tbe current, looking upward at the 



"la belle dame sans meeci." 32^1 

sky where the dawn was just breaking, all the beauty 
that Ufe might know seemed suddenly to rise on 
him in revelation. There is an eastern fable that 
tells how, when Paradise faded from earth, a single 
rose was saved and treasured by an ángel, who gives 
to eyery mortal, sooner or later in his life, one breath 
of fragrance from the immortal flower — one alone. 
The legend came to his memory'as the sunbeams 
deepened slanting spear-like across the azure of the 
skies, and he dashed down into the shock of the 
waters to still in him this fierce sweetness of long- 
ing for all that would never be his own. 

One woman alone could bring to him that perfume 

of paradise ; the rose of Edén could only breathe its 

divine fragrance on him from her lips. And he 

" would have given all the years of his life to have it 

come to him one hour ! 

When the day was at noon he went to her, heeding 
no more the downpour of the scorching vertical raya 
than the Ehymer had heeded the leaping tongues 
of flame while he rodé, with the golden tresses 
sweeping his lips, down to the glories of Faérie. 
Distinct thought, distinct expectance, he had none ; 
he had but one instinct, to see her,* to be with 
her, to lay down at her feet, the knightliest ser- 
vice that ever man gave to woman. He knew 

VOL. I. Y 
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nothing of her, knew not whether she were wedded 
or unwedded, but he knew that the world had 
one meaning alone for liim now — he loved her. 
That she could ever answer it, he had barelj the 
shadow of a hope ; there was much humility in him; 
he held himself but at a lowly account ; though a 
proud man with men, he would have felt, had he 
ever followed out his thoughts, that he had nothing 
with which to merit or to win the haughty and bril- 
liant loveliness of Idalia ; he would have felt that 
he had no title and no eharm to gain her, and gather 
her into arms that would be strong, indeed, to defend 
her until the last breath of life, as they had been 
strong to strangle the bear in the death grasp and 
to tame the young wild horse on the prairies, but 
that had no gold to clasp and fling down at her feet, 
no purples of state and of wealth to fold round her, 
bringing their equal royalty to hers. That he him- 
self could attract her, he would have had little 
belief; hedidnot see himself as others sawhim; 
he did not know that his vigorous magniñcence of 
form, his dauntless manhood, his generous un- 
selñshness, his untrammelled freedom of thought 
and deed, might charm a woman who had been 
tired by all, won by none ; he was unconscious 
of any of these in his own person, and he would 
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have thought that he had nothing on earth which 
could give him the right ever to hope for her tender- 
ness. But hope is always strong in us till despair 
is forced on us, however littie we may know that 
hope's existence; and thought was the last thing that 
was shaped in him — thought never grouped itself 
before him; he was still in the opium-dream : 
neither future ñor past existed for him; he was 
drunk with his present; his love blinded him to 
any other memory than itself. It was too whoUy 
in its early freshness for it to forecast its 
fate. 

His eyes eagerly swept o ver the building as he 
rodé up the avenue ; the lattices were all closed ; this 
was usual in the noon, yet it gave him a vague dis- 
quietude and dread. The echo of his step resounded 
on the marble, as it had done when he had forced 
his entrence into what he had believed the lair 
of his assassin: it was the only sound, and the 
stíllness froze his heart like ice ; the ^olling bay 
of the hound had never before failed to challenge 
his arrival. 

The first court was deserted ; in the second he 

saw the Abyssinian. 

The Countess Vassalis ? " he asked, rapidly. 

Is not here/* answered the negress. 

t2 



<( 



(( 



824 n>ALiA. 

" Not here ! " 

" No, most illustrious. Her Excellency left Stam- 
boul thia moming." 

He Btaggered like a man who has received a 
blow. 

" Left— where ?— why ?— for how long ? " 

The Abyssinian shook her head with a profoimd 
salaam ; she knew nothing, or would say nothing ; 
her mistress had left Constantinople ; where she 
intended to travel she could not tell; her Excellency 
was always travelling, she believed ; but a note had 
been given her to deliver to the English Eflfendi, 
perhaps that might tell more. 

He seized it from her as she drew it from the 
yellow folds of her sash, and tore it open ; a mist 
was before his sight, and his wrist shook whíle he 
held the paper as it had never done lifting the rifle 
to his shoulder, when one error in the bullet*s flight 
would have been instant death to himself. The 
letter brought him little solace ; it was but a few 
words of graceful courtesy, giving him the adieu 
that a sudden departure rendered necessary, but 
adding nothing of why or whither she was gone, 
and seeming, iñ their polished ceremonial, cold 
as ice to the storm of shattered hope, - and 
tempestuous pain that was rife in his own heart. 



"la belle dame sans mebci." 325 

Instinctively as bis hand closed on it he tumed 
away from the.Abyssinian, and went out of the court 
into the hot blaze of day, alone ; he could not bear 
the eyes of even that African upon him in the 
desolation that had swept down apon bis life. He 
went out ; where, he did not see or know, passing 
into the scorching air and into the cooler abade of 
the groves, with a blind, dumb suffering on him 
like the suffering of a dog. For ber be had no pride, 
against wounds £rom ber hand be had no sbield; 
and notbing with which sbe could wring bis beart, 
nptbing with which sbe could try bis loyalty, could 
avail to tum bis love away. Tbey had been no idle 
words with which be had said that bis life was bers 
to do with what sbe would ; having made the vow 
be would keep it, no matter what the test, or what 
the cost« 

He crusbed in bis grasp tbatpitiless letter ; — ^her 
hand had toucbed it, ber hand had written it, bitter 
as it was it was sacred to him ; and be stood in the 
vertical sun, gazing blankly down on the waves 
below the terraces, tossing upward in the light at 
bis feet. The blow had fallen on him with a crusb- 
ing, sickening forcé, — again be had lost ber ! Again, 
wben to the oíd baffled weariness with which be had 
so long vainly sougbt ber was added the certainty 
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that he who had layished his heart's best treasure 
on her was no more to her than the yellow sands 
that the seas kissed and left. 

A few hoiiTs before and her eyes had smiled on 
him, her presence had been with him; sha had 
listened to him, spoken with him, let him linger 
beside her in all the familiar communion of a wel- 
come friendship ; he could not realise that he was 
forsaken by her without a word, without a regret, 
without an effort for them ever to meet again. He 
had no claim on her remembrance, no title to her 
confidence, it was trae ; his acquaintance with her 
was slight, as the world woold have considered. 
But he could not realise that the tie between them 
of a life savedy so powerfiil on him, so deathless in 
its memory for him, could be as nothing to her. 
The wanton cruelty of her desertion seemed to him 
80 merciless that he had no remembrance of how 
little hold he had, in reason and in fact, upon her 
tenderness. The knowledge of her loss alone was 
on him, leaving him no consciousness save of the 
buming misery that possessed him. 

Ás he had never loved, so he had never sufiered 
until now; his adventurous career in camps, and 
cities, and deserts, had never been touched by any 
grief ; he had come there in the gladness of the 
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moming, full of faith, of hope, of eager delight, and 
of nnquestioning expectaüoD, and he stood in the 
scorch of the noonday heat, stupified, the glare of 
Bun and sea unfelt in the fiery agony that had seized 
him. 

The little gilded caique, was rocking at his feet, 
where it was moored to the landing-stairs ; trines 
link thought to thought, and with the memory of 
that fírst enchanted hour when he had floated with 
her down the water, he rememhered the waming 
that she had given him — ^the waming " not to lie 
nnder thé linden." 

The waming had been — she had said — for his 
sake, not her own ; was it for his that she had left 
him now ? She had implied that some sort of peril, 
some threatening of danger, must await him with 
her friendship; was it to save him from these 
that she had left him thus ? Then the humility 
that was as integrally a part of his nature, as his 
lofty pride of race was towards men, subdued the 
bitter sense of her cruelty : what was he more to 
her than any other to whom she gaye her gracious 
courtesies, that he should look for recollection ñrom 
her ? He owed her his life ; — but that debt lay on 
him, it left no claim to her. What was there in him 
that he could hope in their brief intercourse to 
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haTe become anj dearer to her iban any other 
chance-met acqnaintance of ihe honr ? He could 
noi upbraid her with haTing smiled on bim one 
boar to forsake bim as a stranger tbe next, for 
witb tbe ontset sbe bad bade bim leare ber 
imkDOinu 

Hot tears, tbe first tbat bad ever come tbere since 
as a cbfld be bad sobbed over bis yonng motber^s 
grave» msbed into bis ejes, sbatting ont tbe stretcb 
of tbe spaiiding seas and tbe licb colonring aromid 
bim, wbere Casbmere roses and Tnrkisb lilies 
bloomed in nntrained laxariance. Tbe sea bad no 
fireedom» tbe flowers no firagrance, tbe green eartb 
in its earlj snmmer no beanly for bim ; — ^be only 
felt tbat let bim spend lojalty, fideliiy, life and 
peace npon ber as be wonld, be migbt neyer be one 
sbadow nearer to ber tban be was now, he migbt 
neyer tonch her to one breath of tendemess, never 
move ber to one pang of pity. His strength was 
great, he bad wresüed with tbe gaunt northem bear 
in tbe cold of a Scandinavian night, he bad fought 
with ocean and stonn in tbe madness of a tropical 
tempest, be bad dosed with tbe African Uon in a 
fierce embrace, and wrenched the bnge jaws apart 
•8 tbey dosed on tbeir prey; be bad prevaüed in 
these things by fearless forcé, by hnman migbt : bnt 
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now, in his weakness and his misery, he could have 
flung himself down on the tawny sands and wept 
like a.woman for the hopes that were scattered, for 
the glory that was dead. 

Another moment, and he had crossed the lahy- 
rinth of the garden, thrown himself into saddle, and 
tumed hack towards the city. The Greeks idly 
lying iinder the shelter of their fishing or olive 
feluccas drawn up on the shore, and the Turks 
sitting on their cocoa-nut mats under the shadow of 
fig-tree or vine at the entrance of their huts^ stared 
aghast at the hreathless horse, thundering along the 
sea-road through the noontide heat, his flanks co- 
vered with foam, and the white humous of his 
Giaour rider floating out upon the wind. Down the 
steep pathways, over the jagged rocks, across the 
flat burning levéis of sand, and under the leaning 
grape-covered walls, Erceldoune rodé, ' reckless of 
danger, unconscious of the fierce sun-fíre pouring 
on his head. 

He had swom to follow her, whether her route 
were seaward to Europe, or eastwards into the wild 
heart of Asia. Pride, reason, wounded feeling, 
wavenng faith, none of them availed to tum him 
{rom his course. He was true to his oath ; and the 
madness was upon him that in the golden verse of 
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his namesake the Khymer makes Syr Tristam loye 
better to go back to the risk of death and shame, to 
the land of his foe, to the oíd piercing pain and the 
oíd delicious sorcery, than to liye in peace and 
honour and royalty mthont the smile of King 
Marc's wife, withont the light of Ysonde's eyes. Let 
come what would, he followed Idalia. 

In the love he bore her there was a strange 
mingling of ntter humility, of most reverential 
chiyalry, with the wildest passion and the most 
reckless daring ; in it the two sides of his nature 
were blent. 

He rodé to the Golden Hom, where the flags of 
every nation were streaming from the crowded masts 
in the clear hot light. He knew that her departure 
by any one of the yessels could easily be ascertained. 

To seek the guests whom he had met at her house 
to inqoíre of her from the numerons acquaintance 
he had among the various chancelleríes in Constanti- 
nople^ and the military and naval men passing 
throngh or staying off there ; to ask who she was, 
whence she came, how she was held in social 
estimation; all that might haye been the natural 
conrse of most was impossible to Erceldoune. He 
could not have brought himself to speak of her to 
others ; he felt that if he heard her ñame lightly 
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uttered he should strike his hand on the mouih that 
uttered it ; and intense as his longing might be to 
pierce the mystery that apparently shrouded her, 
the Quixotic code of his love and his honour would 
have let him ask nothing through strangers that she 
mthheld herself. He prosecuted his search alone, 
and the rapidity in such investigations gained by 
habit soon brought h\m the knowledge he pursued. 

Before evening he had leamed among the sailors 
in the port that a steam yacht belonging to her» the 
lo, which had retumed twenty-four hours previously 
from Athens» had taken its departure early in the 
moming; for Capri, the Greek crew had said, with 
no one on board but herself, her suite, and the 
Bussian dog. The yacht was probably by now 
through the Dardanelles. It was well known in the 
Golden Hom, the sailors told him, that she usually 
carne ñrom Europe in it; it could be recognised 
anywhere on the seas, for it always carried the 
green white and scarlet of the Italian national 
colours, crossed on the Greek ensign, a fancy, it was 
supposed, of her Excellency's. 

Erceldoune's eyes strained across the glittering 
expanse of water with a wistful longing as he list- 
ened ; every word he gathered plonged like a knife 
into his heart ; — no steamer went ñrom ihe harbout 
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that day to Naples ; with twelve or twice twelve 
honrs between them, how could he tell but what 
again she might be lost to him, how or where or 
when he might ever recover the clue she had rent 
asunder ? 

" If that schooner were only mine! " he muttered 
nnconsciously aloud, as his glance fell on a yacht in 
the harbour, with her gold figure-head and her 
brass swivel-guns glistening in the son; — ^his want 
of wealth he had never felt, his nature was too high 
toned, his habits too hardy, his temper too bold; 
but now for the first time the pang of his beggared 
fortunes struck heavily on him. Were wealth his 
own how soon the seas that severed them might be 
bridged ! 

A familiar hand was struck on his shoulder as he 
stood looking across at the grey are of the Bos* 
phorus, strainíng his eyes into the ofíing as though 
he could pierce the distance and follow her with his 
gaze. 

" You want a yacht ? Take Etoüe. I am gobxg 
inland on a special mission into Arabia; bringher 
back in a year's time, that will be soon enough 
for me." 

Erceldoune tumed and saw a man he knew 
well ; a true and tried friend ; one with whom 
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he had gone on many a perilous expedition; a 
danntless traveller, a puré Arable scholar, and a 
skilled negociator with Eastem chiefs and tribes. 

The Etoüe was at his service, -with her captain 
and her crew, to take him where he would ; there 
remained but the duties of ihe Messenger Service to 
detain him, and these, on application, let him loóse. 
He had so habitually abstained throughout the 
twenty years of his service from any effort to shlrk 
or shift the most dangerous or most irksome mis- 
sions, that as nothing specially required him then, 
and a coorier was daily expected from Bussla who 
could take despatches home in his place, he easily 
obtained his farlough, and by sunset he weighed 
anchor. 

The yacht steered out of the varied fleet of mer- 
chantmen that crowded the Golden Hom, steered 

« 

out to the open sea, while the scarlet glory of the 
after-glow lingered in the skies and dyed the waters 
blood-red in its light. To what fate did he go ? he 
asked himself. 

Safer, wiser, better far, he thought, that he should 
tum back with his familiar comrade and plunge down 
into the core of Asia, into the oíd athletic, bracing, 
vigorous, open-air life, into the pleasures that had 
never paUed of forest and rifle, of lake and mountain, 
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of the clear linging shot and the wild day-dawn gallop, 
into the pastímes that had no taint in them, ihe chase 
that had no pang in it. That oíd life had heen so free, 
so elastic, so unshadowed, with all the liherty of the 
desert, mth all the zest of hardihood in it, with no 
thought for the morrow, and no regret for the past, 
with sleep sound as a mountaineer's, with strength 
exhaustless as the sea eagle's. He was leaving it 
And for what ? For a love that already had cost him a 
year of pain to a few short hours of hope ; for a woman 
of whom he knew nothing, not even whether she 
were the wife or the mistress of another ; for the 
miserable fever of restless passion, for the haunting 
torment of unattainable jojs, for the intoxication of 
tempest-tossed desires, for the shadows of surround- 
ing doubt and mystery. Setter far let the strange 
charm that had enthralled him be cut away at any 
cost, and go back to that oíd life while there was yet 
time. The thought cros^ed him for the moment as 
he drifted from the quay of the Golden Hom. The 
next it passed as swiftly ; let him plunge into the 
recesses of Asia or the green depths of Western 
wilds, he would carry with him his passion and her 
memory ; and the schooner swept down beyond the 
Dardanelles in her pursnit, through the phosphor 
crests of starlit waves as the night deepened, and 
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the distance between them grew less and less with 
every dip the prow made down into the deep- 
grey glistening water, like a petrel that stoops to 
bathe in bis passage, and sbakes tbe spray £rom bis 
spread wings to take a freer fligbt. 
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